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PREFACE.

——

O write the Life and edit the Letters of the Baroness
Bunsen was a task for which many members of her
own family were better qualified than myself, but I
gratefully undertook this labour of love in accordance
with the strongly-expressed wish of her descendants,
having the consciousness that, except her own children, '
no one could have a more tender and reverent affection
for the dear and kind friend of my whole life. The
story of her surroundings, of the vicissitudes through
which she passed, and of her actions with their aims
and endeavours, is told in her own words. With the
memorials of one who wrote so much, and who always
wrote what was worth reading, the only difficulty has
been selection. Thousands of letters have been neces-
sarily omitted, which nevertheless had a charm of their
own. Enough, I trust, is still left, to pourtray the
continuous chain of her loving and loveable life, and to
lift the reader for a time into the pure and lofty atmo-
gphere of her heart and mind.

Avcustus J. C. Hare.

HOLMETRST.
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. CHAPTER I.

FAMILY INFLUENCES.

¢ Lives of great men all remind us
‘We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

“ Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.”
LoNGFELLOW.

NE of the figures which excited most attention amid
the multitude who thronged the terrace of Wind-
sor Castle during the happier years of the reign of
George III., was that of the venerable Mary Granville,
Mrs. Delany, who resided at Windsor in her old age,
as the honoured and cherished friend of the King and
Queen. No one then living had more interesting recol-
lections to relate than the beautiful old lady who, as a
child, had sat on Lord Bolingbroke’s knee, and had
been set down as Maid of Hanour by Queen Anne;
who had been intimate with the most remarkable cha-
racters of the rejgns of Gearge I. and George II., and
val. 1. B



2 LI¥E AND LETTERS OF BARONESS BUXNSEN.

whose sense, wit, and natural sweetness of disposition,
had been wont to gather the most brilliant literary
circle in Europe around her tea-table in St. James’s
Place. It was of her that Edmund Burke said that
she was “not only a truly great woman of fashion, but
the highest-bred woman in the world.” “Time,” says
ITannah More, ““took very little from her graces or her
liveliness, and at cighty-eight she had still the play-
ful charm of eighteen, honoured by all who approached
her, and loved by all with whom she associated.” *
Mary Granville was the elder of the two daughters
of Bernard, grandson of the famous Sir Beville Gran-
ville, who, in 1643, lay dead upon the battle-field of
Lansdowne Heath, with the patent of the earldom of
Bath in his pocket, and a letter from Charles I. grate-
fully acknowledging his services and his devotion.
“ What would have clouded any victory,” says Claren-
don, “and made the loss of others less spoken of, was
the death of Sir Beville Granville. . . . . A brighter
courage and a gentler disposition were never married
together to make the most cheerful and innocent con-
versation.”” At the Restoration, the elder son of Sir
Beville became the first Earl of Bath, and his younger
son Bernard, who had carried the news of the Restora-
tion to Charles II. at Breda, was made Groom of the
Bedchamber. This Bernard had two sons, George, Lord
Launsdowne, celebrated for his accomplishments, and
as the friend of Pope and Swift; and Bernard, who

#* Memoirs of Dr. Burney, iii. 56.
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.

married the daughter of Sir Anthony Westcombe
(Consul-General of Great Britain at Cadiz), and left
four children, Bernard, Beville, Mary, and Anne.

The early history of Mary Granville was a romance
and a tragedy. As a child she was adopted by her
father’s only sister Anne, who had been Maid of Honour
to Queen Mary, and after her death married Sir John
Stanley,* Commissioner of Customs, and received a
grant of apartments in Whitehall. Here little Mary
Granville became the intimate childish friend and
companion of her cousin Catherine Hyde, afterwards
Duchess of Queensberry, whose father then resided
over Holbein’s Gate, and ‘“whose wit, beauty, and
oddities, made her from her early years, when she
was Prior’s ¢ Kitty, beautiful and young,” to the end
of along life, a general object of animadversion, cen-
sure, and admiration.”

Under Lady Stanley’s care Mary Granville grew up
brilliant and beautiful. "When she was only seventeen,
while she was staying with her uncle George, Lord
Lansdowne, at Longleat, he determined upon her
marriage—partly to obtain a good settlement for his
niece, but much more to strengthen his own political
connection in Cornwall—with a Mr. Pendarves, of
Roscrow, a fat, disagreeable, ugly man of sixty, of
intemperate habits. It was in vain that Mary Gran-
ville remonstrated and implored mercy ; in those days
marriages were seldom questions of inclination; the

* Of Grange Gorman, Ireland, Bart.
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consent of her parents was readily obtained, Lady
Stanley would not interfere, and Lord Lansdowne was
nexorable. ““Never,” wrote the unfortunate bride long
afterwards, “was woe dressed out in gayer colours, than
when I was led to the altar. I lost, not life indeed,
but all that makes life desirable.” For some months
Lord Lansdowne attempted to reconcile his niece to
her marriage by detaining her under his roof, and en-
deavouring to make her believe that life was not so
much changed as she anticipated; but the time came
when she had to accompany her husband into Cornwall,
and to take up her abode in his “dark, disagreeable,
desolated castle, in which her head could not reach to
the bottom of the windows.” Mr. Pendarves was almost
always intoxicated, and, when sober, indulged in fits of
violent jealousy about his beautiful wife, in spite of her
displaying perfect willingness to bury herself in utter
seclusion to satisfy him. After two ycars of misery,
she hailed with delight the hope of being restored to
her friends, by her husband’s determination to reside
in London, but her pleasure was soon damped by find-
ing that the house he had engaged was in Rose Street,
Soho, and that she was doomed to the constant com-
panionship of his sister, who hated her. In London,
however, life was more endurable, for amid the many
trials which, especially in those days, lay in wait
for a lovely and neglected wife, she had the advice of
her aunt Lady Stanley and was always willing to
follow her maxim—* Avoid putting yourself in danger,
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fly from temptation, for it is always odds on the

»

tempter’s side.” Her willingness to give up any amuse-
ment to stay with her husband, now almost constantly
confined to the house by the gout, was invariable, and
he so far appreciated her dutiful submission, that
seven years after his marriage he made a will in her
favour, but on the morning after he made it, his
wife found him dead by her side, and the will was un-
signed !

Mary Pendarves was only twenty-four, when she
found herself a widow. Her connection with Cornwall
was ‘broken, her husband’s property having all passed
away to a niece, so that she continued to reside in
London. She had many admirers, but the only person
who attracted her was Lord Baltimore, to whom she
had nearly given her heart, when she found she had
bestowed it unworthily. This disappointment, and the
death of her aunt Stanley, induced her to accompany
her friend Mrs. Donnellan to Ireland in 1730, on a
visit which was prolonged for three years. During
this time she became intimately acquainted with Swift,
Dean of St. Patrick’s, and with many other eminent
persons, amongst them Dr. Delany, then recently
married, whom she admired for his “humanity and
benevolence, charity and generosity.” With Swift,
Mrs. Pendarves kept up a correspondence after her
return to England in 1733, when she had the delight
of finding in her only sister Anne Granville all that
her fondest hopes could anticipate, and of cementing a
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lifelong friendship with Margaret, Duchess of Portland,*
the “Girace of Graces,” who was fourteen years younger
than herself, and whom she had known from birth, but
with whom an almost unparalleled similarity of tastes
and sympathics now united her in the closest bonds of
intimacy. In 1740 she witnessed the happy marriage
“of her sister Anne with Mr. Dewes, of Wellesbourne,
after which she found her principal interests in the
house of the Duke and Duchess of Portland, till Dr.
Delany, then a widower, made her an offer of marriage.
This proposal, though opposed by her brother and many
of her other {riends, she was induced to accept after
having been nineteen years a widow, by her high
estimation of Dr. Delany, and she was married in 1743,
In the following year her husband was made Dean of
Down, and she accompanied him to Ireland, where their
principal residence was at Delville near Dublin.

In accepting Dr. Delany as her husband, Mrs. Pen-
darves had stipulated to be as little separated as possible
from Mrs. Dewes, the beloved “ sister of her heart.”
Accordingly, every third year was spent in England,
chiefly between Wellesbourne and Bulstrode, and from
1744 to 1746, the sisters were almost constantly in each
other’s society, enjoying what they called “days
snatched out of the shade” of the rest of their lives,
Even when in the most thorough enjoyment of her

* Margaret Cavendish Harley, born 17 14, wife of William, second
Duke of Portland, was the only child and heiress of Edward, second
Karl of Oxford, by his wife Henrietta Cavendish Holles, only child
and heiress of John, Duke of Newecastle.
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husband’s companionship, and of his beautiful property
of Delville, Mrs. Delany felt a void in the absence of
her sister.

“ How often,” she wrote in 1750, ““do I delude myself
with agreeable visions. We walk together from room to
room, I show you all my stores of every kind; you are
most pleased with my workroom and the library within it;
the Dean hurries us into the garden, there you are more
pleased than with anything in the house; the fine prospect,
the variety of walks, the shades, the seats, the flowers, and
the deer, all take your fancy; and all our pleasures are
heightened by the dear little Mary’s running and bounding
as we go along, but alas! the vision is vanished, a cloud
is come over it for the present, and instead of enjoying
your presence I am addressing a letter to you that must
go, by sea and land, hundreds of miles before it kisses
your hands.”

Yet these were the golden years of Mrs. Delany’s
life, and when her husband was frequently spoken of as
the probable recipient of a vacant bishopric, she only
dreaded an honour which must remove her from her
beloved Delville, and break up a present of which the

happiness was assured, for an uncertain future.

“T have often,” she wrote in 1752, “ thought of late my
lot most singularly happy, more so than is generally met
with in this world of woe : a husband of infinite merit, and
deservedly most dear to me; a sister whose delicate and
uncommon friendship makes me the envy of all other
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sisters; a brother of worth and honour; and a friend in
the Duchess of Portland not to be equalled, besides so
many other friends, that altogether make up the sum of
my happiness.”

In Ireland also, Mrs. Delany had much pleasure in
the society of her goddaughter, “Sally Chapone,”
sister-in-law of the Hester Chapone, who was the
authoress of the well-known ¢ Letters on the Improve-
ment of the Mind.” This Sarah Chapone was married
at Delville to Daniel Sandford, of Sandford Hall in
Shropshire; her second son, born at Delville, was
Daniel Sandford, afterwards Bishop of Edinburgh, in
whom Mrs. Delany always retained an almost maternal
interest.

In 1760 the happiness of Mrs Delany became over-
shadowed by the failing health of her idolised sister.
She joined her in England with the Dean, and accom-
panied her to Bristol hot-wells, where she had the
anguish of seeing her fade day by day, till her peace-
ful death in the following June. Mr. Dewes was
compelled to be absent from his wife’s death-bed
with his boys at Wellesbourne: so that their only
daughter, Mary Dewes, was alone with her mother
and aunt at the time, and to her in her desolation Mrs.
Delany seemed at once to transfer all the boundless
affection she had felt for the sister she had lost.
Henceforward the education and the happiness of her
niece Mary was the chief object of her life.

The loss of Mrs. Delany’s sister was followed in
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1768, at Bath, by that of her husband, the Dean of
Down, to whom she had been tenderly attached. The
then widowed Duchess of Portland immediately joined
her sorrowing friend, and accompanied her to Calwich
in Staffordshire, the residence of her brother, where
she was joined by her beloved niece. In her elder
and only surviving brother,* Bernard Granville, Mrs.
Delany found little sympathy. He was a high-bred
and accomplished person, but stern, unloving, and
unloved. He had lived longer than was good for him
in the society of Rousseau and others at Paris, and,
after his return to England, a disappointment in love
had induced him to dispose of that part of the Gran-
ville property which he had inherited in Cornwall, and
to purchase the estate of Calwich, where he established
himself wholly amongst strangers, breaking off all
family habits, and caring little henceforward to sec
any of his relations, except the children of his sister,
Mrs. Dewes, who were dreadfully afraid of him. His
most constant associate in the neighbourhood was
Rousseau, who came into the country, attracted by
the society of Mr. Granville, but refused to take up his
residence at Calwich, preferring to live in the empty
mansion of Mr. Davenport—Wootton Hall on Wever
Hill, just above the rich pastures and woods where the
monastery of Calwich had once occupied a sunny slope
near a small river flowing towards the Dove.

* Boville Granville, second brother of Mrs. Delany, had died in
Jamaica (without children) in 1736.

.
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To young Mary Dewes the presence of “ Monsieur
Rousseau,” who used to write notes to her—* & ma belle
voisine,” had been a relief in her long visits to her
formidable uncle, and her partiality for him rather
shocked Mrs. Delany, who wrote to her,—*“T always
take alarm when virtue in general terms is the idol,
without the support of religion, the only foundation
that can be our security to build upon.” Another
constant visitor at Calwich had been Handel, who used
to play for hours upon the organ there. A manuscript
collection of Handel’s music in thirty-cight volumes,
was written for Mr. Granville under the direction of
the great composer himself. On Mr. Granville’s death,
in 1775, he left his property of Calwich to John Dewes,
the youngest son of his sister Anne. Mrs. Delany
was at that time resident at Windsor, and on her
presenting her nephew to the King, he desired that
Mr. Dewes should thenceforth take the name of
Granville. This is the Mr. Granville, brother of Mary
Dewes, who is frequently mentioned afterwards in
these volumes.*

Mrs. Delany purchased a house in St. James’s Place,
where, in winter, the Dowager Duchess of Portland

* John Dewes or D'Ewes who assumed the name of Granville, mar-
ried Harriet Joan, second daughter and co-heiress of John De la Bere,
of Southam near Cheltenham, and died 1826. The death of his only son
John Granvilie, in 1800, is described in these memoirs. He was suc-
ceeded in his estates by his nephew Court (son of his elder brother
Bernard D'Ewes and Anne eldest daughter of the above John De la
Bere of Southam) who sold the property of Calwich,
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spent every evening with her, many other friends
dropping in around the hospitable tea-table. ~The
summers were spent with the Duchess at Bulstrode,
whither Mary Dewes generally accompanied Mrs.
Delany ; indeed the Duchess became almost as foud
of “our Mary” as Mrs. Delany herself, and from
Bulstrode Miss Dewes was married at Upton Church
in December, 1770, to Mr. Port of Tlam in Derby-
shire, who had changed his name from that of Sparrow
on succeeding to the property of a maternal uncle. In
the following year, their eldest daughter, Georgina
Mary Ann, was ‘born, and obtained her first name by
being goddaughter, as her mother was before her, to
their cousin Georgina Spencer (afterwards Countess
Cowper) daughter of John, Tarl Granville, and her
sccond and third names from her aunt and mother. Mary
Dewes had many other chiidren afterwards,* but none
were so dear to Mrs. Delany as the eldest-born, who
was almost equally beloved by the Duchess of Portland

* Johp, born March 13, 1773, godson of the Duchess of Portland.
George Rowe, born August 18, 1774, called by Mrs. Delany from his
beauty “my little Vandyke :” who entered the navy under Admiral
Jervis, and died at Antigua of yellow fever on board IL.M.S. Reprisal.
Bernard, born March 7,1776,who succeeded to the family living of Ilam,
being the last relic of the family cstates in Derbyshire, where he was
greatly beloved, and died in 1854 Lonisa, born April 7, 1778, who
married Mr. Brownlow Villiers Layard, afterwards Rector of Uffington
in Lincolnshire. Beville, born January 22, 1780, who entered Lord
Howo's regiment of 19th Light Dragoons, and died at Bungalore in the
East Indies, July 6, 1801, of a wound received in action. Harriet,
born June 15,1781, who died unmarried. Frances Anne, born April 18,
1733, who married Mr. Ram, of Clonoiten, Co. Wexford.
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—“our little Portia” or “our little lamb,” the two
old ladies called her—and the Duchess gave her an ivory
box, on the lid of which was worked in hair on satin
a little lamb sheltered by two old trees, intended to be
emblematic of the child and her aged protectresses.
When she was six years old, Mrs. Delany, fearing
that she might not live to see her great niece grow up,
wrote an “ Essay on Propriety ” for the future forma-
tion of her manners. In the following year the extra-
vagance of Mr. Port obliged him to let Ilam, and the
“sweet bird ”’ of seven years old came to live altogether
as a daughter with her old aunt of seventy-eight. It
made the sunshine of her life. “She is everybody’s
delight,” wrote Mrs. Delany to Mrs. Port, ““ so no won-
der she should wind about my heart, being attached to
it Ly the double tic of being the child of my dearest
Mary, and I could carry this chain at lcast a link
higher.”* The education of her adopted child was
henceforward Mrs. Delany’s chief occupation, and it is
touching to read of the stately old lady having pro-
cured a master “to teach us to walk and curtsy.” Both
Mrs. Delany and the Duchess found delight in instruct-
ing her in botany and conchology, which were their
own favourite pursuits, for the collection of precious
stones, shells, flowers, and rare animals at Bulstrode
was already celebrated all over Europe: the birth of
a new flower was an event of life in the circle of the

* That to her own sister Anne Granville, grandmother of the little
“ Portia.”
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Duchess, and her correspondence is filled with minute
questions on botany and natural history. It was a
marked day at Bulstrode, when the Duchess, coming
into her friend’s room, found her surrounded by paper
chips, and asked Mrs. Delany “what she was doing
with that geranium,” when, taking up the beautiful
flower lying on the table which had attracted her
notice, she found that it was a paper imitation from
the hand of her friend. This, executed in her seventy-
fourth year, was the first specimen of the wonderful
Flora of paper which was the principal recreation of
the latter years of Mrs. Delany, and which is still the
marvel of all who behold it.*

The letters of Mrs. Delany to her niece have
become important as memorials of the personal history
of George ITL. and his family. Their visits to Bui-
strode were constant. Somctimes the King rode over
alone attended by a single equerry. Sometimes the
Queen and Princesses arrived in two coaches and siX,
accompanied by the King and a number of gentlemen
on horseback. To Mrs. Delany the royal personages
were ever full of kindness and courtesy. One day the
King brought her “a gold knotting-shuttle,” and the

* Horace Walpole in his “ Anecdotes of Painters,” mentions Mrs.
Delany, who “at the age of scventy-four invented the art of paper
mosaic, with which material (coloured) she exccuted, in eight
years. within 20 of 1,000 various flowers and flowering shrubs
with a precision and truth unparalleled.” 8ir Joseph Banks used to
say that Mrs. Delany’s mosaic flowers were the only representations
of nature from which he could venture to describe a plant botani-
eally without the least fear of comumitting an eiror.
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Queen a frame for weaving fringe upon. They were
gratified with the pleasure which she showed in the
roval children, and when the Queen remarked that she
had not yet seen all of them, the King said, “ That is a
fault which is easily rectified,” and desired that a day
might be fixed for Mrs. Delany to come with the Duchess
to drink tea at Windsor Castle. On this her first visit,
as on many others, the old lady was led about by
the little Princes and Princesses. Soon afterwards the
Queen was so gracious as to take a lesson from Mrs.
Delany on her spinning-wheel at Bulstrode, and to
accept from her the present of a spinning-wheel: Mrs.
Delany said that she  forgot her infirmities in the cor-
dial of royal kindness.” As an instance of the charming
manners which characterised the royal children she
mentions the little Princess Mary (afterwards Duchess
of "Gloucester) in ““ cherry-coloured tabby with silver
leading strings,” having forgotten her name, and com-
ing up to her with—* How do you do, Duchess of Port-
land’s friend, and how does your little niece do? I
wish you had brought her.”

In July, 1785, the tender friendship of a lifetime was
broken by the death of the Duchess of Portland. Mus.
Delany was then in her eighty-fifth year, and bitterly
felt the blow. Mer great niece, the little  Portia,”
was immediately sent to meet her on her return from
Bulstrode to her own house in London. All her friends
vied in showing her sympathy, but that which touched
her most was the conduct of George ITT. and Queen
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Charlotte, who said that they availed themselves of the
circumstance that she might miss her summer visits at
Bulstrode to present her with a house at Windsor, and
to desire that she would always move there when the
court moved. At the same time, with that delicate
attention which marked their whole conduct towards
her, the King presented her with £300 a year, that she
might not suffer by the expense of an additional esta-
blishment ; while to prevent even the appearance of a
pension, as well as the possibility of the sum being
diminished by taxation, the Queen used regularly to
bring the half-year’s amount in a pocket-book when
she made her a visit. A touching instance of the
extreme kindness of heart shown by Queen Charlotte
at this time is narrated in a letter from MrssPreston to
Mrs. F. Hamilton—‘ As soon as the Duchess of Port-
land died, Mrs. Delany got into the chaise to go to her
own house, the Duke followed her, begging to know
what she would accept that had belonged to his mother.
Mrs. Delany recollected a bird that the Duchess always
fed and kept in her own room, and desired to have i,
and felt towards it, as you must suppose! In a few
days, Mrs. Delany got a bad fever, and the bird died;
but for some hours she was too ill even to recollect
her bird. The Queen had one of the same sort which
she valued extremely (a weaver bird); she took it
with her own hands, and while Mrs. Delany slept she
had the cage brought, and put her own bird into it,
charging every one mot to let it go so mear Mrs.
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Delany, that she could perceive the change, till she was
enough recovered, better to bear the loss of her first
favourite.”

When Mrs. Delany was about to move to Windsor,
the Queen sent to desire that her “dearest Mrs. Delany ”
would bring herself and her niece, clothes and attend-
ants, but stores of every kind would be laid in for her
and on reaching her new home she was received and
welcomed by the King himself.

The garden of Mrs. Delany’s house joined that of the
Queen’s Lodge. On the morning after her arrival Her
Majesty sent one of her ladies to know “how she had
rested,” and “ whether her coming would not be trou-
blesome.”  Writing to Mrs. Hamilton afterwards, Mrs.
Delany say$, « Her Majesty came up-stairs. Our meot-
Ing was mutually affecting. ~ She repeated in the
strongest terms her wish, and the King’s, that I should
be as casy and as happy as they could possibly make me ;
that they waived all ceremony, and desired to come to
me like fiiends !  Henceforward Mrs. Delany usually
spent two or three evenings at the Queen’s Lodge,
visits - whick were frequently returned without any
ceremony by the royal family. The King would lead
her about leaning on his arm: the Queen would come,
unannounced, to dine with her “on veal cutlets and
orange pudding :”” she was permitted to have a share in
all their sorrows and anxieties, and of their domestio
happiness her journals and letters give the most
Adelightful pictures.
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“ November 9, 1785.—I have been several evenings at
the Queen’s Lodge, with no other company but their own
most lovely family. They sit round a large table, on which
are books, work, pencils, and paper. The Queen has the
goodness to make me sit down next to her; and delights
me with her conversation, whilst the younger part of the
family are drawing and working, the beautiful babe, Prin-
cess Amelia, bearing her part in the entertainment, some-
times in one of her sister’s laps, sometimes playing with
the King on the carpet; which altogether, exhibits such a
delightful scene, as would require an Addison’s pen, or a
Vandyke’s pencil, to do justice to it. In the next room is
the band of music, which plays from eight o’clock till
ten. The King directs them what pieces of music to
play, chiefly Handel. Here I must stop and return to my
own house. On the 28th their Majesties, the five prin-
cesses, and the youngest princes, came at seven o’clock in
the evening to drink tea with me. All the princes and
princesses had a commerce table,—Miss Emily Clayton,
daughter to Lady Louisa Clayton, and Miss Port, did the
honours of it.”

“ August 11, 1787.—A¢t this time of year the evenings
are devoted by my royal friends to the terrace till eight
o’clock, when they return to the Lodge to their tea and
concert of music, and happy are those that are admitted
to that circle! The Queen has had the goodness to com-
mand me to come whenever it is quite easy for me to do it,
without sending particularly for me, lest it should embar-
rass me to refuse; so that most evenings at half an hour
past seven I go to Miss Burney’s apartment, and when
the royal family return from the terrace, the King, or one

VOL. 1. c



18 L1FX AND LETTERS OF BARONESS BUXNSEN,

of the princesses (generally the youngest, Princess Amelia,
just four years old), come into the room, take me by the
hand, and lead me into the drawing-room, where there is a
chair ready for me by the Queen’s left hand. The three
eldest princesses sit round the table, and the ladies in
waiting, Lady Charlotte Finch and Lady Elizabeth Walde-
grave. A vacant chair is left for the King, whenever ho
pleases to sit down in it.  Everyene is employed with their
pencil, needle, or knotting. Between the pieces of music
the conversation is easy and pleasant; and, for an hour
beforethe conclusion of the whole, the King plays at back-
gammon with one of his equerries.”

These were happy days for the little “Portia,” who
was frequently allowed the companionship of the
younger princesses, Mary and Sophia, while with Miss
Emilia Clayton* she made an intimate friendship,
which was broken by her first great sorrow, in the
death of that young lady of a rapid decline in 1787.
Queen Charlotte took a personal interest in the writing
lessons of Mrs. Delany’s niece, and taught her to imitate
. her own beautiful handwriting, which is known to have
been singularly perfect. The Queen also desired that
Miss Port should have drawing lessons from the same
master as the Princesses, lessons always given between
the hours of divine service on a Sunday, which was
considered a proper day for a quiet and interesting
occupation which was neither labour nor dissipation.

* Daughter of Lady Louisa Clayton, Lady of the Bedchamber to
Princess Amelia, sccond daughter of George 11,

L 4




FAMILY INFLUENCES. 19

An amusing adventure is narrated in a letter of
1787,% of which Miss Port was the heroine. The royal
family were absent at Kew, and as they did not like to
live a day without seeing Mrs. Delany, they took her
with them. On one of the days of their absence, the
King went over to Windsor, and while he was walking
on the terrace, thought he would go into Mrs. Delany’s,
and knocked at a room door. A young lady was sitting
in the room, and said, “ Who is there?” A voice
replied “It ds me” then said she “JMe may stay
where he ic.” Again there was a knock, and she again
said, “ Who is there?” The voice answered “I¢ s
me,” then said she “ Me is impertinent, and may go
about his business.”  Upon the knocking being repeated
a third time, some person who was with her advised
her to open the door, and see who it could be; when, to
her great astonishment, who should it be but the King
himself ! All she could utter was, “ What skall I say ?”
“Nothing at all,” said his Majesty, “you were very
right to be cautious who you admitted.”

Surrounded to the last by an atmosphere of affec-
tionate reverence, Mrs. Delany died in her house in
St. James’s Place on the 15th April, 1788, aged eighty-
eight. Miss Port was then only seventeen, and the
blow was almost overwhelming to her. Not only did
she lose her second mother, the wise and loving com-
panion of her life, but her life itsclf, in all its surround-
ings and associations, was necessarily changed hence-

* Mrs. Mcc to Mrs. Anne Viney.

.
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forward.® In her passionate devotion to her aunt, she
had imbibed her tastes, and was capable of drawing
just comparisons, and of measuring others by the stan-
dard of her who had trained her mind from infancy.
She had lived in an atmosphere of extreme refinement,
as well as of virtue, and although not old enough to
be formally presented at Court, she was known to all
who belonged to it, and was in the habit of daily inter-
course with the different members of the Royal Family.
The days she looked back upon had been passed in the
most perfect happiness. With the comfort and security
of home, she had enjoyed the society of all the great and
good who met in Mrs. Delany’s house, and though she
had never entered the dissipation of the world, she had
lived in the constant enjoyment of all the best things
the world had to bestow.

In looking forward to the desolate future of her
niece, and in entrusting her to the guardianship of Mr.
Court D’Ewes, of Wellesbourne, the eldest son of her
beloved sister Anne, Mrs. Delany had entirely miscal-
culated his future conduct. As is too often the case,
she fancied that because to Zer he was all respect and
attention, he must feel exactly as she did towards his
niece. It never seems to have entered into her contem-
plation that he would not carry out all her desires and
wishes, whether expressed or not. In fact she thought

* For almost all the particulars given here of Mrs. Delany, the
editor is indebted to Lady Llanover's “Life and Correspondence of
Mrs. Delany.”
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{hat there was but one mind between them, and that, for
his own sake, he would be, not only the guardian, but
the father, and the sympathising counsellor and pro-
tector of her adopted child, whose dazzling beauty and
remarkable intellectual qualities, Mrs. Delany believed
that she placed in the tenderest as well as the safest hands,
when she entrusted her to her uncle, and left every-
thing of importance to his decision. But events wore
very different to her anticipations. Mr. D’Ewes had
naturally a cold and ungenial nature, and, from the
moment of Mrs. Delany’s death, her cherished child had
not only reason to feel that she was neither loved or
understood, but was treated by her uncle with positive
coldness and harshness, as well as with neglect of her
worldly interests.

It does not appear that Mrs. Delany was ever as
partial to her nephew Granville of Calwich, or as inti-
mate with him, as she was with his brother of Welles-
bourne, an estrangement which might naturally arise
from her having been herself once looked upon as the
heiress of her brother Granville; and having been
disinherited in favour of this nephew, probably in
consequence of her brother’s annoyance at her mar-
riage with Dr. Delany, who was not her equal in
birth. Young Granville of Calwich was, however,
of a very different disposition to his brother. -Full
of kindness and geniality, he vied in acts of liber-
ality and benevolence with his wife Harriet Joan
De Ia Bere, who was peculiarly dignified and high-bred,
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though her reserve gencrally caused young persons to
stand in awe of her. Thus, in her deep sorrow, Miss
Port was thankful when she was allowed to leave Welles-
bourne and take refuge with her younger uncle and
aunt, and Mrs. Granville, usually so undemonstrative,
was soon won by her rare qualities, to regard her with
warm affection. She took her to Bath, where, as was
then the fashion, it was considered necessary for health
to spend some weeks or months every year, and where
Mr. Granville had.a house of his own : and here, though
Miss Port had never been “out’ in the common accep-
tation of the term, she could not accompany her uncle
and aunt in their walks and drives, without seeing and
being seen.

It is not known that Miss Port ever spoke to the
gentleman she afterwards married, before he proposed
for her to Mr. and Mrs. Granville, according to the
practice then in vogue. There could not have been the
slightest intimacy (if any acquaintance) between Mr.
Waddington and herself, and the first idea she had of
a proposal from him was through some words acci-
dentally dropped by her uncle and aunt to each other,
when they were unconscious or unobservant that she
was in the room. The effect upon her was electrical.
Sensitive and impulsive by nature to the highest
degree, the impression made was that her relations
could not have her real interests at heart if for a
moment they could even recognise the possibility of
such a marriage, while the consciousness that the
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gentleman in question must disinterestedly care for her
to think of it, suddenly determined her to accept his
proposal if it was made. Thus, when her uncle con-
sidered it his duty to make a formal announcement of
the offer she had received, and to request her decision,
he was astonished by her immediate acceptance of it.
She was entirely engrossed by the torturing idea that
those she was beginning to love did not love her. She
thought nothing of a disparity of age of between twenty
and thirty years—nothing of anything, but that an
individual, said to be unexceptionable in character,
valued her, she knew not why. Since the death of
Mrs. Delany, the world had been a blank to her. She
believed it would always remain so, and meantime she
would endeavour to make one person happy, though
she never expected to be so herself. She married at
eighteen in the same state of mind in which a nun
takes the black veil, except that there are few nuns
who believe none are left to care for them outside the
walls of their prison.

Mr. Waddington had a good fortune, and his family
was of very ancient origin, though at that time it
had fallen into insignificance. Walter de Wadding-
ton was lord of Waddington in Lincolnshire, and
had a daughter, who in the thirteenth century mar-
ried Sir Roger Tempest, Knt., of Bracewell. In the
eighteenth century there are records of inter-marriages
with the families of Beckwith of Aldborough, Tyrwhitt
of Stamfield, and Cradock of Hartforth in Yorkshire.

#
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In 1740, the Rev. Joshua Waddington, Vicar of
Harworth and Walkeringham in Nottinghamshire,
married Ann, daughter of the Rev. Thomas Ferrand,
Vicar of Bingley. Ann Ferrand was ultimately the
heiress of Towes in Lincolnshire, which devolved
through her to her son Thomas. Her son Benjamin
‘Waddington married Miss Port.

Upon his marriage, Mr. Waddington rented Dun-
ston Park in Berkshire, but merely as a temporary re-
sidence. There, his eldest daughter Harriet was born
(1790), who survived only a few months. Her birth
was followed, on the 4th of March, 1791, by that
of Frances, afterwards Baroness Bunsen. Soon after
this Mr. Waddington removed to Llanover, an estate
he had purchased in South Wales, where his beautiful
wife consented to reside for the next eleven years in
perfect seclusion, without even visiting London ; where
she not only educated her daughter but herself, while
accommodating herself to the life which she felt it her
duty not only to endure but to learn to enjoy. Her
delight in Nature was her greatest consolation in this
total isolation from all the friends, associates, and com-
panions of her former existence, and she cultivated this
taste to the uttermost, and imparted it to her children.

There were perhaps only two points of resemblance
in the disposition of the father and mother of the
Baroness Bunsen, and these were generosity in their
actions and a scrupulous regard to truth. Being ex-
ceedingly phlegmatic, M. Waddington was without
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the slightest particle of imagination. He was a re-
markable instance of a great reader, who had mno
preference with regard to subject and who kept no
particular object in view. He would steadily read
for hours with the most perfect satisfaction, and never
appeared to skip a single page. Whatever work he
began he regularly finished, and he seldom made
the slightest comment upon it. Travels, biographies,
and also works of fiction, were perused with the same
patient attention. If the weather was fine and he
could take his accustomed long walks and rides, he
was much out of doors, but if the weather prevented
this, he would seat himself in his great chair in
his own room and read from Dbreakfast-time—8 or
8.30 till 1 o’clock, and again from 2 or 3 till 5
o’clock, which was his regular dinner-hour. He never
seemed to know the meaning of the word ennui:
punctual as a machine in all his habits, he pursued
his various occupations like clock-work, and their
monotony never seemed to weary him. A good deal
of his time was taken up by the business of a magis-
trate, which was then transacted by each country
gentleman in his own room. It has been said that
many of them had butlers who were expected to read
up the law and answer o certain points when referred
to, but it is not believed that Mr. Waddington’s well-
known butler “ Abraham * ever did more than gequaint
himself with the persons and circumstances of those
who came to seels justice from his master.
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Mr. Waddington’s time for conversation was after
his dinner, when his wife would keep him company,
and hear anything that had occurred during the day
either to interest or annoy him. If any unforescen
event in or out of the establishment happened to disturb
him, he instantly went to ker, and she possessed great
influence over him, though his routine of life was not
in the slightest degree altered by her society. For
some time he troubled and worried himself with farm-
ing, but finding that it did not increase his happiness
and very much interfered with his comfort to see every-
thing going wrong, he gradually put his agricultural
affairs into the hands of his wife, who amongst other
useful arts had acquired a practical knowledge of the
subject, and soon succeeded in establishing order and
neatness in the farming department.

Mrs. Waddington was an excellent judge of horses,
seeming to inherit the gift of her family in her judg-
ment of those animals, and without ever having been a
hard rider or being accustomed to follow the hounds, she
was always perfectly at home on horseback—an accom-
plishment she had been taught by her father at a very
early age. Aslong as her health permitted, one of her
greatest pleasures was taking rides in the beautiful
country by which she was surrounded. One of her
favourite expeditions was to the residence of her old
friend and neighbour Admiral Gell, near Crickhowel,
whither her little daughter Frances accompanied her
when old enough—and often afterwards recurred with
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delight to those summer evening rides amid the singing
of nightingales.

There was no country paper of any kind published
within forty miles of Llanover, and the chief depen-
dence for news was upon the arrival from London
of the Morning Chronicle, which came in the evening.
But, as there was no post-delivery, Mr. Waddington
would never accustom himself to look forward to the
arrival of letters or newspapers, and unless there was
any reason to expect letters, the newspapers were never
considered of sufficient importance for any one to be
sent four miles on purpose to fetch them. Although
few men have been more truly, though secretly, a
father of the fatherless, or have lent large sums with
greater generosity to assist friends in distress, yet he
had a peculiar aversion to the expenditure of any
avoidable small sum, and he did not conceal that the
payment of turnpikes was an object of consideration
which often turned the balance against sending to the
post office.* His old servants and workmen were, how-
ever, much attached to him, and although his temper
was very choleric when provoked, he was substantially
so benevolent and just a master that this warmth of
temper, which avas quickly over, was regarded by them
more as a peculiarity than a fault.

* On one occasion he lost several thousand pounds which he had
lent to a friend, from his determination to save the postage of a letter
of inquiry as to the payment of the policy of insurance. The friend

died suddenly, the policy was not paid, and the whole sum wag
forfeited.

EX
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The susceptibility of Mr. Waddington to small things
in money matters was by no means shared by his wife,
who combined equal generosity with liberality on all
subjects. To her servants she was a friend as well as a
mistress, and she took a personal interest in the welfare
of each and all of her poorer neighbours. During the
period of her quiet life at Llanover she suffered great
affliction in the death of two infant daughters—DMatilda
and Mary Ann. The latter died of small-pox (1792),
at the age of one year and seven months, and her
mother could never allude to her death without anguish.
The child had been innoculated for the small-pox (vac-
cination. being then unknown), and she was attended
night and day by her mother, upon whom the effect
lasted for life of seeing her expire under that grievous
disease (which had been produced artificially) upon a
being previously in perfect health. It is probable that
the deaths of these infants and the loss of her eldest
child, which she attributed to the ignorance of a pro-
fessed nurse when she herself was utterly inexperi-
enced, was the direct cause of the extraordinary care
as well as knowledge for which she was eminently
distinguished in later life as regarded the treatment
of children and invalids. She applied her powerful
intellcet to the subject; and although she neither
wrote books mor tormented others with advice, she
taught herself by observation to discriminate between
good and evil, and became the instructress as well as
the mistress of her nurses.



CHAPTER II.
RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD.

“Think nought a trifle, though it small appear,
Small sands the mountain, moments make the year,

And trifles life.”
Youxa.

“Il n'y a pas de petites choses dans ce monde, attendu
que Dieu se méle de toutes.,”—MaDAME SWETCHINE.

ABOUT four miles from Abergavenny, where the

green meadows are divided by the river Usk, nine
crystal springs bursting side by side from a rock, be-
neath a wooded hill, form the holy fountain of Gofer,
the hermit whose memory gives a name to Llanover,
or the Church of Gofer.* On the left, the thickly
wooded valley is girt by the Blawreng, or the “grey
ridge:” on the right, above the nearer hills, rises theo
quaint form of Pen-y-val, or the Sugar-loaf: while,
behind Abergavenny, is Scyrryd Vawr, or “the Holy
Mountain,” which, like Monserrat in Spain and La
Vernia in Ttaly, is supposed to have been rent asunder

* Gofer is one of the three uncanonized saints of Gwent, Henwg
and Gwareg heing the two others,
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at the Crucifixion, and which still bears on its summit
the ruins of a chapel of St. Michael, whither Roman
Catholic peasants ascend on Michelias Eve, and bring
away its sacred earth to place in the coffins of their
dead, or to throw into graves to keep evil spirits at a
distance.

In the midst of the valley, embosomed in trees,
stands the White House of Llanover, roomy, simple,
and old-fashioned, and surrounded by large shrubberies.
A brook rushes rapidly through the garden, forming
pools, cascades, and islets charming to children, and
imparting a constant freshness to the green depths
around. The planting of larches (then a mew tree)
around Llanover was one of the favourite occupations
of Mr. Waddington’s life: in 1799 no less than 120,000
larch-trees were brought from Glasgow for this pur-
pose.

At Llanover, four daughters were born to Mr. and
Mrs. Waddington, of whom only two—ZEmilia, born
February 8rd, 1794, and Augusta, born March 21st,
1802—Tlived to grow up.

In her eighty-third year, the Baroness Bunsen, at the
solicitation of her daughters and grand-daughters, com-
mitted to writing some ricordi of her childhood, from
which the following notes are extracted.

‘“The first event in my life of which I have a distinet
recollection was sitting for the portrait painted of me,
with my sister Emilia, by Mr. Roche, a deaf and dumb
miniature-painter at Bath, where my parents staid for
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a short time in 1796. My beautiful aunt, Louisa Port
was then with us, the charming and lively companion of
my mother, of whose presence I was always glad. I
remember many walks at Bath with my mother and her
sister Louisa, and have indistinet visions of their dress—
especially of a purple silk which my aunt called her ¢ dig-
nified dress,” and which was made in the ther-beginning
fashion of ‘a round gown,’ that is, an entire skirt, not
open in front and parting to show the under-petticoat.
Short sleeves, morning as well as evening, were then
universal, and my mother had long gloves of York tan (as
they were called), yellow, and reaching to the elbow,
sewed into a cuff of green satin which was pinned on the
sleeve: her cloak was of black silk trimmed with black
lace, very narrow, and hanging down long in front. I
remember a bonnet like that worn by the peasants of the
Canton du Valais, black satin with yellow satin bows sct
all round the rather lengthy crown.

“One day I walked with my mother and aunt to the
Sydney Gardens, as they were called. In one part were
swings, and one in particular called a Merlin swing, in
which the swingers sat two and two, opposite; those
at the corners pulling ropes alternately by which the
swing was set in motion. Two gentlemen, who had joined
us in our walk, acceded to the desire of the ladies in
mounting the swing. My little sister and I remained on
the gravel walk with the maid, and saw one of these
gentlemen become paler and paler, till he almost fainted,
and was helped out of the swing by the gardener. This
was M. Lajand de Cherval, an emigrant, and a man of
brilliant conversation, who had been in the intimacy of
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Talleyrand when he was in his ecclesiastical splendour. I
gaw him once many years later, a specimen of that high-
bred old French society which will hardly be found to
survive now. I observed his name as one of the intimates
of Talleyrand during the visit of Mr. Pitt on that early
occasion of his travelling in France before the Revolution ;
and as having asked a question as to the quarter from
whence Mr. Pitt would most apprehend alteration and
danger to the English constituted authority as then exist-
ing ; when Mr. Pitt replied, ¢ From the democratic power,
which is steadily increasing.’” This opinion, contrasted
with the Resolution fresh in memory, proposed in Parlia-
ment by Mr. Fox, that ¢the royal authority had increased,
was increasing, and ought to be diminished,” will hardly
havo failed to impress the mind of the highly-gifted ques-
tioner as to the specific gravity of the young man before
him, who as yet the world knew not.

“The birth of my sister Matilda (23rd September, 1797)
is the first event of which I have a clear consciousness
both as to joy and sorrow: to see the baby and touch it,
caused a sensation which still thrills through me; and her
death (7th October) was a terrible new idea, and caused
bitter tears. That morning my father entered the room
in tears, and when I begged to know the reason, I heard
him speak, but only distinguished the words—¢Door
Matilda !’ which I supposed meant only that he had
found her ill, for I knew that she had been so the day
before ; and it was not till T had come with my little sister
Emily to breakfast with my father, that I understood the
awful fact, from hearing him give orders to Roper the
carpenter for the coffin! I caught directions for the letters
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to be inscribed upon it, which caused me a burst of erying
hard to get the better of—which was the duty of the
moment, for ‘to cry is naughty,” in nursery law. I was
pained that little Emily could not understand what was
the matter, and nowhere did I meet with a demonstration
of sympathy : so I had a lesson, often repeated in my early
life, that sorrow must be borne alone. My mother was too
ill to be visited, and not till long after had I the new plea-
sure of seeing her up and dressed, and again able to hear
me read and do lessons. I can see her now in mind, as I
first saw her again then, in a dress of printed calico, with
tight sleeves reaching to the elbow, and brown leathern
mittens.

‘A great event in my early life was a journey made in
1797 to visit a number of relations. Our first station was
Derby, where my grandfather Mr. Port had a house, after
he was obliged to leave his beautiful residence of Ilam,
from the embarrassment of his pecuniary circumstances.
My grandfather was a handsome old gentleman, very kind
to children. His daughter Louisa was at the head of his
household, and a younger daughter Harriet was a piece of
still life in the house, overflowing with kindness and
devotedness to everybody ; but, as the only plain member
of the family, not regarded as her qualities deserved. My
aunt Harriet is the person in my life’s experience to
whom I have felt most bound to bear affection, for she
deserved it of me by her unfailing kindness. My youngest
aunt, Fanny (afterwards Mrs. Ram) lived entirely with
her parents by adoption, my great uncle and aunt, Mr.
and Mrs. Granville of Calwich.

“From Derby we went to Tuxford in Nottinghamshire,

VOL. I D
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the dwelling of my father’s brother George—a clergyman,
who had been tutor to Prince William, afterwards Duke
of Clarence and subsequently King—a most uncompro-
mising Liberal, not to say Radical, who had much influ-
ence over the opinions of his relations. At York, we were
received at the Deanery by the Dean and his daughter,
Miss Fountayne. The Deanery was very striking to me,
in its antiquated dignity and gloom. The Cathedral is
still fresh in my memory! How I have longed to see it
again, but that has never happened; only I think I have
renewed the very early, but deep and sincere tribute of
heart-beating admiration and solemn awe, then called
forth, every time that I have seen a Gothic cathedral since.
From York we proceeded to Pocklington, where Mr.
Baskett, the husband of my father’s youngest sister, was
the clergyman. I liked the time spent in that curious
old house of Pocklington, and remember the party as very
lively and sociable, and delighted with my mother. Iere
too I saw old Mrs. Waddington, my father’s mother (who
died at the age of 93), on a visit to her daughter. In re-
turning, my parents paused for a few hours at Ludlow in
Herefordshire, and I first remember having been excited
to strong emotion by scenery, in exploring its old castle
and its beautiful river and-bridge.

“In the following year, when I was again at Bath with
my parents and Aunt Louisa, one of the events was a
morning-visit to my mother, on account of old acquaint-
ance from her Windsor-life with Mrs. Delany, from the
Prince Ernest, afterwards Dule of Cumberland, later King
of Hanover. I was placed with little Emily, to stand in a
corner by the window, and ordered to look out—but rather
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I Jooked the other way, greatly curious as to what a Prince
might be like, and I believe was disappointed to see
him appear much like the gentlemen that accompanied
him, very tall, fair, freckled, and flaxen-haired: such is
my impression. Another frequent visitor was Tom Sheri-
dan, who interested me far more than the Prince, and the
image of his fine face and figure, and the charm of his ani-
mated conversation, remain distinet in my memory, though
I probably understood very little of the subject of the fun
which entertained me: onlyIknow that heteased my mother
and aunt by describing how they had tripped over the miry
streets with drapery held up, and that he imitated the
inevitable hop, skip, and jump : and he blamed himself for
out-staying the hour when they ought to have been at dinner,
assuring them that the mutton would be over-roasted, the
potatoes boiled to rags, and that their plates would scorch
their fingers—repeating that they ought to turn him out of
the house, but still staying on and making them laugh, as
I did in a corner. This was the father of the three beau-
tiful ladies whom later I admired in London and gazed at
with an interest independent of their rare perfections.®
Later than the date of this vision, so.bright to my young
eyes, as well as to those of my elders, it was told in my
hearing that Tom Sheridan had married a Miss Calendar :
and still later came the tidings that Tom Sheridan, in
hopeless consumption, had gone to try the effect of a
milder climate, at the Cape of Good Hope—where the
scene soon closed in death. T hope and believe that he

* The Duchess of Somerset; Lady Dufferin, afterwards Lady
Gifford; and the Hon. Mrs. Norton, afterwards Lady Stixling Max-
well. '
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was happy in the love of his wife, and thus may have
known something of the best that life can afford. Could
I but remember right, the lines in Crabbe’s Gipsy—
“¢Though abused and driven astray
Thou hast travelled far and wandered long;

Thy God hath seen thee all the way,
And every turn that led thee wrong.’

“In 1799 my father became Sheriff for the county.
There was a general invitation of neighbours of various
classes to breakfast, on the morning when he was to drive
with four horses and servants in new liveries, to meet and
escort the Judges coming to Monmouth. I well remem-
ber the unusual bustle, the tables set out, and the farmers’
wives and daughters invited in and seated at the breakfast
tables, served and attended to by my mother after the
cavalcade had departed. The hill-field and its steep
ascent gave opportunity for seeing the javelin-men, con-
sisting of my father’s servants, labourers and other neigh-
bours, all in his livery and on horseback, who trotted in-
the best order they could manage, preceding the carriage.
My father had picked out the men to whom the handsome
new clothing was sure to be the most desirable. He had
said, ‘I told Neddy the blacksmith that he should be one
of the javelin-men, if he would but wash his face ’—which
rare operation was accordingly performed : and the suit of
clothes then given formed Neddy’s regular Sunday-attire,
as long as Irememberhim. Thiswas perhaps the first occa-
sion in my life when I had a reason to observe upon my
father. Thad taken my parents entirely as a matter of fact,
and compared them neither with existences or ideals. T
now perceived that my father acted characteristically in the



RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD. 37

case of sclection of javelin-men, on a high motive rather
than a meaner one; although there was temptation on the
score of appearance and personal effect, to have thought it
due to himself to make a first public appearance with a
showy troop of men well-grown and matched.

“This year of my father’s shrievalty was marked by
the attempt to assassinate the King (George I1I.) in the
Theatre, and the strong revulsion of feeling produced by
the King’s noble and manly bearing, standing firm without
starting or withdrawing at the report of the pistol which
failed to strike him, and bowing graciously to the audience,
as though considering (and justly) the act as single, and
not the result of conspiracy. The moment was favourable
to Royalty, for a burst of rejoicing and congratulation
followed, and my father was called upon to convey a loyal
address from the county to the King. His journey to
London caused anxicty, for the murder of a Mr. Mellish by
foot-pads on Hounslow ITeath was a recent event, and the
roads about London were considered very unsafe: but the
mail-coach, where there was a guard in a red uniform
with a blunderbuss, was thought less liable to attack than
a simple carriage, as in the case of Mr. Mellish.

¢ During the (very unusual) absence of my father, it
was settled that my mother should go to her father
at Derby. Much did I like that visit. I slept in my
Aunt Louisa’s room, and of the pretty things in it, she
had many stories to tell me, for they came from her dear
old home at Ilam. Her father’s embarrassments had
obliged him to let his beautiful inheritance to the Bateman
family. T was taken to see it while they lived there, in
the picturesque old family house of the Ports, so much
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more suited to the scenery than the overgrown castel-
lated building, constructed by Mr. Watts Russell, who
became the purchaser, when my uncle John Port suc-
ceeded to the entailed property in 1807.

¢ Many circumstances marked the bright time spent at
Derby. Fivst there was the Battle of the Nile, and the
great popular delight, and general illumination, every
female of all ranks wearing a bow or cockade of sky-blue
ribbon, considered the loyal, ministerial colour. Mrs.
Feilding happened to be at Derby, consulting Dr. Darwin
for her daughter, and she dined that day at my grand-
father’s, and was rallied on having forgotten to put on a
cockade, which was zealously provided for her. My mother
called upon Mrs. Darwin, and thus I saw the three beau-
tiful daughters, whose appearance is still distinet in my
recollection. T always delighted to look upon beauty, but
took care not to explain why I stared at the objects of my
admiration, because I was always reminded of the solemn
truth that ¢beauty is of no value.” The daughters of Dr.
Darwin had a right to the inheritance of beauty from their
mother, formerly Mrs. Pole of Redburn. In the long course
of subsequent years, I have heard with cordial interest that
the three lovely girls adorned in life the families into which
they married, by merit equal to their beauty.

“ At Derby I saw two persons who fixed themselves in
my memory as the first French emigrants I had scen. My
Aunt Touisa one rainy day looking out of the window
exclaimed, ¢ There they are, under their umbrella, perhaps
they would come in and drink tea with us.’ My Uncle
Bornard accordingly went out, and respectfully made the
invitation, and re-entered with an cldish gentleman and a
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very young lady, pretty, graceful, and of most refined
appearance and manners, whose slightly foreign accent
seemed to me a decoration. I heard my Aunt Louisa’s
account another time of the neatness of the small dwelling
in which she had visited this lady, finding her in the
whitest cornette tied under the chin, and a white jacket
over her dark petticoat, busied in sweeping the house, as
(she observed) she ‘kept no maid,’ and to my aunt’s
knowledge, performed every kind of household work with
delicate hands not used to such labour. My mother met
her cordially, and had some further communication with
her, and a letter in consequence, with the signature
‘Praslin du Pont.” The sight and consciousness of this
lady, laid an early foundation for the impression I have
retained through life of the merit and charm of the ideal
of French womanhood.

“Boon after our return home, we received intelligence of
the birth of a second son to my Uncle George, at Tuxford,
to whom the name of Horatio* was given, in rcference to
the admired hero of the day—Horatio Nelson. The close
of 1799 was marked by the failure of harvest, which
brought on a deplorable scarcity, for the relief of which
my father’s best efforts and continual exertions were
employed. IIe wrote to his brother Joshua at New York,
with a commission to send him a quantity of wheat-flour,
which he sold in small quantities at cost price to the poor,
establishing himself in the servants’ hall, seeing the
applicants individually, and taking all measures to prevent
the approach of such as wished to buy cheap in order to

* Horace Waddington, Permanent Under-Secretary to the Home
Office. .
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sell dear. My father’s example was followed, and much
more American flour imported. Well do I remember that
everybody was exhorted to consume as little bread as
possible at daily meals, bread was cut in pieces for each
member of the dinner-party, and contrivances were tried
to make the flour go farther by adding rice or boiled
potatoes in making bread, which was not found to answer,
as either of those additions had the effect of increasing
appetite and consumption.

“The year 1799 closed in a manner very distasteful tc
me, in a removal very late in the season, in the gloomiest
of weather, to Clifton near Bristol. Here my mother and
my sister Emily were always ill, which T had a firm con-
viction was owing to the daily visits of Dr. Beddoes,* and
the prescriptions he sent. At this time John and William
Lambton were staying in the house of Dr. Beddoes, and
had lessons in French, as I did, from M. d’Estrade. Tho
elder of these brothers acquired an honoured and historical
name as Lord Durham, the younger entered the Guards
and was at Rome in my time with a beautiful young wife.
During this winter also a young genius from the Land’s
End, Humphrey Davy, since so celebrated, arrived in Dr.
Beddoes’ intimate circle; and as stories were told in my
hearing of his companionship with Beddoes in scientific

experiments, I fancied his small person (with a very wide
mouth) with King the surgeon, as catching rats with
tongs, and subjecting them in receivers to the effects of
various vapours, while Dr. Beddoes was counting seconds

* Dr. Thomas Beddoes, 1760—1808, of great learning and linguistic
attainments, author of the Hygéia, and founder of the Pneumatic In-
stitution. :
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on the stop-watch, which I had seen him use when feeling
pulses. Much were the various gases talked of in my
hearing, and many persons amused themselves with beinsy
subjected to ‘laughing gas,’ of which I have heard as of
an old acquaintance after the lapse of seventy years! long
after the death of Dr. Beddoes, who had hoped much in
gases as a means of medical relief.

““The ‘Anti-Jacobin,” with Canning’s wit, was a great
means of animation in the house, in which we children
took a full share, repeating the name of ¢Matilda Pot-
tingeil,’ and the ¢ University of Gottingen,” and lines from
the ‘ Voyage of the Learned to the North Pole.” Once,
and once only, have I named the ‘Anti-Jacobin’ since
those early days! for it would have been an unwelcome
subject among Germans, even though the absurdities
which Canning made fun of, are quite as odious to Germans
as to any other nation.

“A matter of life-long interest during this stay at
Clifton, was my being allowed to see the inside of a
theatre, and the acting of Mrs. Siddons. I then felt my
way into the strongest current of sensation independent of
reality, which life has ever made to me. I know of no
excitement of feeling so absorbing as that produced by the
combination of all the fine arts, which brings into actual
existence, living and breathing before us, the varieties of
human fate and feeling, in more or less gracefulness of
form and grouping, more or less of truth and melody of
voice and expression. At that date Mrs. Siddons fully
preserved her symmetry of figure and perfection of
features, her brilliancy of eye and power of expression: I
did not see her again till many years later, when increase
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of flesh had spoiled the general effect, though the talent
remained undiminished.

It was in the June of this year that the startling news
one day arrived of the sudden death of John Granville,
the only child of the Uncle and Aunt Granville who fill a
great place in my early recollections. In the previous
summer he had spent a few days at Llanover, and was as
engaging to us children as to all older members of society
—beautiful in person, intelligent in mind, everywhere
showered upon with ‘golden opinions,” commended at
school, adored at home, having just entered upon his
twenty-first year, so that the whole mass of our relations
were full of the anticipations of his coming of age. He
had gone to Clifton with a cough to have recourse to the
two nostrums of the Hot-Wells and Dr. Carrick. His
mother was watchful, but not anxious ; when in a moment,
before her eyes, the precious life was closed to all earthly
consciousness. Immediately on receiving the grievous
news, my mother went to Clifton, and brought back the
bereaved parents to Llanover. I remember how she would
walk up and down the gravel in front of the house with
her uncle, who was soothed by the tones of her voice, and
for whom she always seemed to find conversation by the
hour, alternating with long sittings in the little morning-
room with Aunt Granville, whose calm and patient endur-
ance of her lot inspired deeper sympathy than the more
aggressive grief of her husband. Before the fine scason
ended, the family of my mother’s Uncle Dewes, the elder
brother of Uncle Granville, also came on a visit. The
lady was a second wife, Judith Beresford before her
marriage, who ruled all around her with the absolute
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power usually exercised by second wives. I remember
with great pleasure her charming singing, and her duets
with her lovely step-daughter, Anne Dewes.* This cousin
¢ Nanny Dewes’ was most attractive in my eyes, and not
in mine only, for she was the admired of all beholders.
and the darling of her elder relations, while her contem-
poraries could not help forgiving the homage she received,
from the absence of all pretension on her part. Her
countenance and demeanour were the effusion of the
purest and most perfect feminine modesty, without shy-
ness: she seemed mot to fear or mistrust her fellow-
creatures, any more than to presume over them. Her
yoice, in speaking as in singing, seemed to pour forth the
melody of the whole being, and each syllable dropped
from the lips and the pearls within, as if the purpose of
speaking was to show their perfection. Her look seemed
to ask everybody to be kind to her, without making
demands as of a right. This much-prized daughter, and
her brother, Court Dewes, were the only children left of
the admired first wife of my Uncle Dewes, who was the
sister of Aunt Granville. They were De la Beres, of an
ancient family, whose curious old-fashioned residence near
Cheltenham was purchased by Lord Ellenborough, after
his return from his government of India. The first Mrs.
Dewes was very beautiful, in a higher style than her
sister (although dear Aunt Granville continued a pretty
woman even to old age), yet her features were rather to

# Anne, only daughter of Bernard D’Ewes and his first wife Anne
de la Bere, born, 1778, married G. F. Stratton, Esq., of Tew Park,
Oxfordshire, and died Jan. 20, 1861, having to the last fulfilled the
bright promise of her youth.
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be traced in her son than in her far more beautiful
daughter. By the death of John Granville, this son,
Court Dewes, became the heir of his uncle’s property of
Calwich, as well as of his father’s estate of Wellesbourne
in Warwickshire.

“The year 1801 was not far advanced before Clifton
again attracted the family for six weeks. Aunt Louisa
was again the cherished inmate, with whom I was happy
to walk; yet I often was out on the broad sunny pave-
ment of ‘the Mall’ alone with my skipping-rope, and
looking with longing eyes upon the six daughters of Lady
Eleanor Dundas, who lived next door, and also came out
with skipping-ropes, and with whom I should have been
glad to have associated. Two or three seemed older than
myself—those who in after years were Lady Carmichael,
Mys. Bruce, and Mrs. Harford Battersby*: the others
were younger. I remember now for the first time fre-
quenting with Aunt Louisa the beautiful path along the
Avon, under the rocks and woods, which at every subse-
quent period of viewing them, my expanding faculties
have perceived to be more beautiful than before, whereas
I fancy in fact their original effect must have been the
finest, before many a fine tree was cut away, and many a
mass of rock blown up for burning into lime, or other
purposes of utility. By-and-by I perceived that we were
often joined in these walks by one of Aunt Louisa’s
partners at balls, by name Brownlow Villiers Layard, a
son of the Dean of Bristol, wearing the uniform of a

* Mother of my beloved son-in-law, John Battersby Harford, and
of my dear daughter-in-law, Mary Louisa de Bunsen.—Note by the
writer.

'
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regiment quartered on the Downs. I retain much more
of the attendant circumstances of the intimacy which led
to my Aunt Louisa’s marriage, and to my losing her
altogether as an ingredient in my life, than I shall care to
write down; but the outward parts are so far curious, as
belonging to conditions of the times which I believe have
altered for the better. The Dean of Bristol was considered
a fair specimen of a dignified clergyman, but his advance-
ment in clerical rank and emoluments was attributed to
the influence of his sister, then Duchess of Ancaster,
though she had passed to that condition through the lower
state of governess to the Duke’s young sister, whom she
had attended when accompanying her brother in shooting
expeditions, an over-exercise which hastened her early
death. 'With the dates of these events I am unacquainted,
and they are immaterial; but, in 1801, soon dfter the
engagement of Aunt Louisa was concluded with Mr.
Layard, under protest of all relations, the Rean of Bristol
died, and it was feared that no means of subsistence
would remain for his family. Mourning for the Dean
was redoubled by the death of the Duchess of Ancaster,
which seemed to close all prospects for the future,
when some werldly-wise persons suggested that the
rich living of Uffington, which had been enjoyed by
the Dean, might be bestowed upon his son, were the
Duke but so graciously inclined. It was only necessary
for young Layard to throw off his regimentals, put on a
black coat, go through a short preparation at Oxford, and
be ordained, if only some bishop would ordain him. It
would have been in vain to ask Archbishop Prettyman
(tutor to Mr. Pitt), at the head of the diocese in which
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Uffington was situated, for he was strict; but Archbishop
Horsley made no objection, and the thing was done: the
MS. sermons of the Dean were secured to his son, and at
the end of 1803 or beginning of the next year the pair
were married. They declared themselves aggrieved at
the opposition my parents had made to their union—all
intercourse ceased, except by occasional letters; and the
intimate connection, which had seemed one of heart and
life, was broken. I saw my Aunt Louisa but once again,
after many years. Fourteen years of married life were
granted to her, and seven sons born; a few days after the
birth of the last she expired of total exhaustion of vital
powers, on the 3rd of July, 1817, just after my marriage.
“The autumn of 1801 was a very quiet time at Llanover,
when my mother was too unwell to leave her sofa, and
I wrote all her letters to her dictation, which was a great
advantage to me as to the formation of style and language.
The winter was to me a happy one, undisturbed by
strangers and visitors, so that nothing was in the way to
prevent my being constantly with my mother, reading to
her, or in one way or other employed by her, and for her;
only it was sorrowful to me to see her so ill, and it was
not till a light began to break upon me as to the cause
that I was told by my mother that she ‘hoped I should
soon have another sister.” This was not long before the
birth of Augusta,* on the 21st March, 1802. I cannot
express the joy and delight with which I hailed the baby,
which seemed to make me amends for the ever-present
first sorrow of my life: those who have felt the charm
which belongs to infant-life from its very beginning, can

* Now Lady Llanover.
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judge how the constant interest of watching such an ex-
panding intelligence filled and animated my every hour.
‘“The following summer was spent by my father’s sister,
Mrs. Monk,* at Llanover. Great was the interest of all
we could hear about that which was seen and done, by
those who ventured over to Paris after the preliminaries of
a treaty of peace had been signed at Amiens! We heard
too of the striking appearance of Madame Recamier in
London, in the spring of the year, drawing attention not
only by the freshness of a beauty which was destined to
outlive youth and prosperity, but by the first appearance
of a style of dress soon imitated, in which the clothing was
as far as possible from a Ccovering, and the wearer, on
issuing forth from her door, threw over her head a trans-
parent veil of white muslin, reaching to the knees. The
reports of Paris, and of the English who flocked thither,
were many and various, and due comment was made on
Mr. Fox’s sedulous attendance at the levée of the TFirst
Consul, on the morning of one of the week days besides
the occasions of invitation. Of the conversations that
took place, which seemed much sought by the ruling
personage, I remember one specimen, which most pro-
bably came from Mr. Fox’s own communications. Napo-
leon observed that he was much taken up by the
formation of a ‘Constitution for the Swiss’ :—upon which
Fox remarked to his hearers ‘that he was surprised at
such a pretension on the part of Napoleon,’ for ¢ he must
know sufficiently what was meant by a Constitution, to be

* Mrs. Monk, eldest sister of Mr. Waddington, lived to the age of
90. She was mother of the learned James Monk, afterwards Bishop
of Gloucester and Bristol.
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aware that no individual could be able to construct one, or
judge of one, for another nation.’

‘“ Early in the year 1803 we received the melancholy
intelligence of the death of Beville Port, my mother’s
youngest brother, at Bungalore in the Mysore Country,
where he had been quartered with his regiment. His
appointment to a cornetcy, and being ordered to India,
had made him very happy in 1801 ; and he owed it to an
application by letter from my mother to Prince Ernest,
encouraged by the proof of friendly remembrance that he
had given her by his visit at Bath in 1798. I remember
well having been allowed to read the letter, which my
mind’s eye still beholds, in her beautiful handwriting :
and I also saw the Prince’s obliging reply, in which he
informed her that he had lost no time ‘in requesting his
brother the Duke of York to consider the matter, and that
he was happy to announce having obtained the nomina-
tion of Mr. Beville Tort to the desired cornetcy.” All
accounts that could be obtained from brother-officers
proved Beville Port to have been as beloved in that distant
land where his young life was so speedily closed, as he
was in his own family. The case of the younger sons of
my grandfather Port was truly distressing, his broken
circumstances never allowing of their being furthered on
their way by the advantages of education to which their
birth and the position of the families to which they
belonged, would have given them a right. Bernard could
be supported at Brasenose College, Oxford, because one of
his ancestors had contributed to its foundation, and the
vicarage of Ilam was in prospect for his life-provision,
but for George Port, the third son, and Beville the fourth,
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nothing was apparently to be had but scrivener-work at
an attorney’s-office in a country town. From this repul-
sive slavery George had run away and taken refuge on
board ship, where, after much endurance of hardship of
body, and family reproach and unforgivingness, he worked
his way in his profession by merit alone, and distinguished
himself so much at the taking of Port au Prince, as to
receive public commendation, and promotion: but only
two days later he was laid low by yellow-fever, and con-
signed to an untimely grave. This sad winding-up of all
that life, and hope, and good gifts could promise, took
place before my infant life had ripened into conscious-
ness: but I knew that my mother grieved over the fate of
George, and was thus steeled in mind to overcome a just
aversion to making an application to Prince Ernest for the
sake of Beville.

“The year 1803 was a marked date in my life on ac-
count of my being then for the first time in London, where
my parents spent May and June. I recall with surprise
how gradually and imperceptibly the fact oozed out, that
the dream of peace was over, and the horrors of war had
recommenced. But young soldiers and sailors hailed the
prospect of activity, and however vexatious the idea of
new and increased expenditure in a conflict which too
many considered to be as hopeless as it would be ruinous,
the insolence of Buonaparte and of the French newspapers
failed not to arouse the spirit in the nation, which held out
s0 long under reverses and apprehensions: and a great
help to this Anti-Gallican excitement among women and
children and the ignorant, wgs the threat of immediate
invasion, which I rememher in the following autumn to

VOL. I, E
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have reverberated from the Camp at Boulogne over tho
Channel, into every English cottage and servants-hall and
nursery.

“In London I was taken to see the collection of Mr.
Townley, which formed afterwards the nucleus of the
British Musewm, not yet in existence. It was the first
time of my seeing antique statues, though the antique was
familiar to me through the designs of Flaxman from the
Iliad and Odyssey and Aischylus. Of the objects in the
Townley collection, now admired elsewhere, I only remem-
ber individually the female bust of such surpassing beauty,
apparently springing from a flower, evidently a portrait,
but the person unknown. I saw too some of the first
paintings which were purchased to form the National
Gallery, and which were then in the collection of Mr.
Angerstein, whose house was in Pall Mall, the windows
of the large room which contained the ¢Raising of
Lazarus’ by Sebastian del Piombo, opening towards
Carlton Gardens.

“T was taken to see ‘The Tempest’ at Drury Lane
Theatre, when Kemble filled the part of Prospero, and
that of Miranda was represented by the very pretty Miss
Brunton, afterwards Mrs. Coutts. One evening also I was
taken to Vauxhall, and it seemed to be expected of me to
be greatly struck with the effect of the general illumina-
tion by coloured lamps, but I had a very mean impression
of the evening. A pretended waterfall and the poor
performances of songs intended to be humorous, did noi
meet my pre-estimation of the amusements of a place,
which was said to be often visited by this, that, and the
other person, who might, T thought, have used better
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their freedom of thoice. Why not go to the theatre? T
thought : for the stage was ever to me intensely interest-
ing, and I could not comprehend the want of enthusiasm
for a ‘play,” which many persons professed. It was much
later suggested to me, that this very real and not fancied
idiosyncrasy of a great part of the pleasure-secking
world, is to be accounted for by the general longing to be
individually part of the show, to be considered worth
seeing or worth hearing, or in short capable of taking
part in what occupied all.

“At this time my Uncle William Waddington * was
residing in a large house with a garden, called Crescent
House, Brompton, and I remember having been surprised
at the insight and knowledge he showed in respect to
gardening, making a point of having the finest flowers. I
heard much of the journey to S. Remy in Normandy, which
he and Mrs. William Waddington had made to visit her
parents Mr. and Mrs. Sykes: { and she had brought from
Paris many things new and admired ; I remember a French
gauze fichu twisted round her head and pinned to good
effect. Her health was utterly undisturbed by the rapid
production and nursing of her numerous family, to whom
she was an indefatigably careful mother, doing by each
and all what she judged wisest and best. I am moved to
record this last impression I retain of her, although I pro-
bably saw her many times later, for although some years
of the raging war against Napoleon, stood in the way of

* Grandfather of William Henry, Minister for Public Instruction
and Foreign Affairs in France, and of Madame Charles de Bunsen.

1 They were still-in receipt of a pension, granted to a maternal
ancestor, “ Trusty Richard,” the Penderell who assisted the escape of
Charles T1. after the Battle of Worcester,
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the transplanting of the family into France, the urgency
of Mr. Sykes was well known as to the necessity of estab-
lishing the incomparable energy and intelligence of his
son-in-law upon the property which was to be the inherit-
ance of his children.

I saw many persons who were new to me this time in
London, but have no impression of having been especially
interested in anyone, except on the occasion of a visit paid
to my mother by Reginald Heber and his elder brother.
Reginald Heber was then about to set out on his tour, to
such parts of Europo as continued open to the English
traveller ; and his elder brother was still at that height of
public estimation, which lasted over the well-remembered
Dedication to Heber by Walter Scott, of one of the portions
of his poem of Marmion. There had been a university
friendship between Reginald Heber and my Uncle Ber-
nard, which on retrospect I somewhat wonder at,—so
different do the two appear at this distance of time. Uncle
Bernard was not only a kind friend to children, but alto-
gether a worthy man, intelligent, high-minded, and not
merely proud of his family connexions, but worthy of his
place in society. He was a gentleman all over, but though
he passed blamelessly through life, he never followed up
any of its noblest objects. Though at Oxford he was
never entangled in any offence against the moral law, he
probably allowed himself liberty to infringe many a col-
lege rule. On one such occasion, re-entering the quad-
rangle from a country expedition in which he had driven
four-in-hand, he recklessly retained in his grasp his long-
lashed riding whip, and made it smack, when one of the
authorities coming out, noticing the misdeed more um-
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ceremoniously than the offender approved, endeavoured to
wrest the weapon of offence out of his hand. Much did
the Oxford youth talk, and much did they laugh, on this
occasion; but Reginald Heber did more, in writing a
poem called ‘The Whippiad '—in which he displayed in
flowing verse, a tale exceedingly enjoyable to those who
entered into the merits, or demerits, of the case. This MS.
was given by the writer to my Uncle Bernard,* and added,
it may be supposed, to his éclat, or rather gave him an
éclat, new and much prized.

“We all left London about the end of June to proceed
to Calwich in Staffordshire, close to the Derbyshire border,
and the pretty town of Ashbourne. I had looked forward
eagerly to this journey, with my usual desire for further
acquaintance with the face of the earth, but found to my
disappointment (as I have found on subsequent occasions)
that the abundant and flourishing centre of England is
invariably dull, and best adapted to railway travelling, and
not to the tedious labour of the post-horses, with which I
first travelled its many miles.

“The small river of Calwich had been widened by
Bernard Granville so as to have the appearance of a lake,
with buildings in questionable taste in the Italian-villa
style, those at each end serving the purpose of concealing
the entrance and exit of the natural stream, and keeping
the water high and smooth, while a central building con-
tained a picture-gallery and music-room, in which my
Uncle Granville would occasionally practise the violon-
cello, both he and his brother Dewes having fortunately

* The popularity of Mr. Bernard Port and his remarkable talent for
versification is still well remembered in Derbyshire and Staffordshire.
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attained the consciousness (so rare amongst dilettanti) that
their life-long passion for music was, as related to per-
formance, unfortunate, and thus best exercised out of
hearing. The older part of the house was of bachelor
dimensions: the library, very spacious, sunny, and shel-
tered, showed dark rows of venerable books, little used by
the modern world since the death of Mr. Bernard Granville,
who had been a man of studious habits, and containing
besides, a collection of the MS. works of Hiindel, who often
passed his summer leisure at Calwich, and played on the
organ in the dining-room, upon which his bust was
erected. My Uncle Granville had added much to make
the house complete as a residence and I believe with much
taste. He had just finished his improvements, which
were to be all ready for his beloved son’s coming of age,
when in June, 1800, the desolated dwelling opened to
receive the funeral procession on its way to Ellaston
Church, and my cousin, Court Dewes, who inherited at
the death of my Uncle Granville, after a few years’
possession, sold the last Granville relics, retaining only his
paternal Dewes property of Wellesbourne, not far from
Stratford-on-Avon in Warwickshire. Calwich has since
been sold to the Dean of York, pulled down, and rebuilt
on a higher level, in my remembrance occupied by stables
and farm-buildings, and by an ancient walled garden,
which dated from the time of the monastery. I am un-
acquainted with the present aspect of things in this once
well-known and admired spot, where many memories are
buried, besides mine, but most of those who would have
dwelt on them as I do, are now buried also. At the
melancholy sale of Calwich, a grand landscape by Rem-
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brandt, the gift, or legacy, of Hindel, was purchased by
Mr. Davenport Bromley.

“I delighted in the woods and waters and meadows of
Calwich. Everything within and without was strange and
new, and far superior in effect to anything I had yet seen.
The afflicted chiefs of the family had resumed the old
routine of receiving comers and goers with kind hospi-
tality, and keeping the machine of life in motion, though
the mainspring was broken. After dinner (which was
considered to be very late at five o’clock), the gentlemen
(in silk stockings and shorts) played at bowls in the
spacious bowling-green, in sight of which sat the ladies.
Before rising, however, from the dinner-table, my Uncle
Granville used to ask for a song from whatever ladies
were capable of singing, and at this time Mrs. Dewes
and the beloved Nanny were there to gratify him. After
the song the ladies retired, but speedily reassembled
on the broad gravel-walk, for the rest of the summer
evening, unless a walk was undertaken, in which I was
always glad to follow Aunt Granville. Every flower
and tree were then objects of delight. I hope the walk
to Cabin Knowle continues as charming as it was to me
—a, rock partially overgrown with the plants which flou-
rish in limestone clefts, and overshadowed by trees grow-
ing up the slope, while an abundant spring gushed up
underneath from a still pool, and found its way to the
river.

A custom prevailed then, that after the company had
parted, with a general ¢ Good night,’” the ladies went up-
stairs together, and in two’s and three’s adjourned with
renewed animation to a confidential talking-over of persons



56 LIFE AND LETTERS  OF BARONLSS BUNSEN.

or things. Is this fashion perennial, or has it become
obsolete ? At least let it be hoped that persons no longer
adjourn to a room where children are said to be “in their
soundest sleep,” as happened to me, who, though tall of
my age, was reckoned among ‘the children.” A bright
light was near my bed, and an animated conversation was
begun, of which I heard nothing but the murmur, till my
own name was mentioned, and then I started and turned.
The movement caused the interlocutors to depart, but I
had heard words enough to be engraved for ever; and it
was not a renewal of sleep, but a burst of bitter tears,
which followed upon the removal of light, and close of
conversation. The trace of the tears had vanished next
morning : but the internal ‘battle of life and fate’ was
durably aggravated.

“At this time the family were just rejoicing in the
engagement of my Aunt Fanny to Mr. Abel John Ram,
whose family (from the south of Ireland) was one of those
who had sadly experienced the ill-usage then fresh in
memory, from Roman-Catholic fanaticism in the rebellion
—vwhen the old coachman who Lad served the family
during two generations, at the bidding of his associates,
drove off his master’s four fine carriage-horses, to draw
the artillery collected to war against law and government.
Many were the causes of grievance which drove Colonel
Ram from his ancestral home, and forced him to bring his
family to England, where they hired a beautiful house and
garden near Ashbourne, the property of Sir Brook Boothby,
who had given up his country residence in despair after
the death of an only child, Penelope, of whose infant love-
liness, short life, and fine intelligence, Aunt Louisa used
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to tell me so much and so feelingly, that I feel as if T had
known her.

¢ Colonel Ram had with him two sons, of whom the eldest
and heir attached himself to my Aunt Fanny from the
very first' time of meeting : the second son was in the
navy, and fell little more than a year later, at the battle of
Trafalgar. My Aunt Fanny rises before me at this time as
one of the rare combinations of feminine excellence that I
have had opportunity of knowing as being such, in the
course of my life, and I find it hard to give a just view of
the degree of merit of which I became gradually conscious.
Her true humility and self-abnegation were more espe-
cially to be prized in one who had been a favourite,
praised and admired on all sides, from her earliest years.
She was a beauty without doubt, but I could orly erknow-
ledge without admiring the complex of external advan-
tages. Iler skin was of exquisite whiteness; ber small
figure of perfect proportion and fauitless modelling; her
hands and arms, throat and bust, defied criticism. Dovoted
through life, to her adopted parents, to her husband, to
her children, to every fellow-creature whose needs or suf-
ferings seemed to create a claim upon her, she lived up to
her convictions as a Christian, with a fulness of force in

acting and suffering, such as is everywhere uncommon.

Her husband was an amiable man, and loved her in an
idolising manner; he accepted to the full his wife’s esti-
mate of duty, in its height and deptl. and width and

universality, as far as words, and acts of devotion could

go, but he had not her powers of self-denial, and followed
family habits of expenditure without due calculation of
the means remaining to him after the action of various
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causes of diminution. I have altogether seen but little of
my aunt: and she will have been far from guessing how
highly T rated her.

“In returning homewards from Calwich, a visit was
made at Wellesbourne, where I saw a garden adorned
with all the luxury of showy plants then attainable,
grouped in pots to the best effect; for in those days the
discovery had not been made of planting fuchsias and
geraniums in the open ground. Then too I saw Warwick
Castle, of which the vivid impression remains to this
moment: for when I had a second g'impse in 1849, the
scene appeared as familiar to me, as the .overberation of a
well-known melody. 'Lhe well-preserved, not over-built
entrance; the long gallery from the hall, at the extremity
of whick the Vardyke portrait of Charles I., with his
horse, and his spaniel, and the splendid figure of the
richly ccloured palefrenier, are lighted from the unseen
end of & cross-gallery: and thirdly the view from the
windew s towards the river, showing the broken arch of a
bridge now superseded ; these are all bright visions which
I can at any moment recall from the long past.

¢Tf must have been in this same autumn of 1803, that
I heard in the conversation of the Ultra Opposition who
occasionaily came to my father’s house, a testimony which
might well De trusted to the insight and energy with
which Br. Pitt (then out of office and residing within
the Cinque-Ports) watched over the improvement of works
of defence along the coast, and the exercising of the
volunteers, in the prospect of the threatened invasion of
the French; when the communication concluded with the
observition, that ‘Pitt might have proved a great mili-
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tary commander, had his faculties been directed accord-
ingly.’

“The excitement against the French which made tho
public mind roll and roar like a troubled sea, extended
even to the usually quiet neighbourhood of Llanover: and
we heard families named who had their horses harnessed
every night, to be ready for escape at any hour—whither ?
might be asked. The terror, however, did not last long;
for the seeming arbiter of war suddenly directed his
legions to remove from Boulogne to the high plains of
Central Germany, and the surrender of Ulm and of a
gallant army commenced the course of calamity which
ended in Austerlitz and the ruin of Austria, and finally (in
January, 1804) in the death of Mr. Pitt: the battle of
Trafalgar and the death of Nelson, having, to the British
mind, removed to a distance of comparative indifference
the yet more awful concussions of Europe. My father
had an interest in the navy and in Lord Nelson which
seemed hard to explain. I believe it was in him a re-
flection from the powerful mind of his brother George, who
had sailed much about the high-seas in attendance upon
his pupil Prince William, Duke of Clarence, and was much
more calculated to distinguish himself in the naval than
the clerical profession. I well remember my father’s
coming in with big tears swelling from his eyes, to tell us
of the death of Nelson and the accompanying victory.

‘“The spring of 1804, spent at Clifton, was marked by a
vision of the Napiers. Colonel and Lady Sarah Napier,
the parents of that distinguished family, had come to
Clifton in hopes of renovating the shattered health of
Colonel Napier, whose death, somewhat later, took place
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there, where he is buried at Redland Chapel on the Downs.
Two of the sons, both very young, belonged to that portion
of the army (then reckoned raw, but afterwards so famous)
which Sir John Moore was training into due discipline, in
a camp near Dover. They were allowed leave of absence
to visit their father, whose illness was known to be serious,
although not recognised as mortal, for Charles and William
Napier called more than once upon my mother, and their
appearance and conversation were very striking to me. I
had never seen anything like them before, and little have
Iseen since to compare with them. I was brought to their
notice in a manner very trying to my great natural shy-
noss, for I was commanded to recite the poem by Mr.
Soame upon Bunbury (elder brother of Sir Henry Bun-
bury) who had died young in India: but their engaging
manners made this exposure less bitter to me than on
other similar occasions. They both expressed unbounded
admiration of their general Sir John Moore, which they
said was not gained by indulgence, for he was very strict
with young officers, whom he used to send to drill, to their
great surprise, after they had supposed themselves perfect
in the military exercise.

«Jt was in 1804 that an event very material to myself
took place, in my being taken by my parents to the trien-
nial musical festival at Hereford: the first occasion of my
hecoming acquainted with any performance of musie
beyond a single song, or a wandering band or barrel-
organ : which perhaps explains the tender feeling I retain
towards the latter, out of gratitude for the rare pleasure
they gave me, when at Clifton they were accidentally
called upon to stop before the windows: I never could
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comprehend the customary fury expressed against them,
as ‘ disturbers of the peace of the neighbourhood,” when I
felt, without finding words to express, that they thrilled
through the emptiness of the common atmosphere, with a
memento of thought or of passion, of absent and distant
joy or woe. The oratorio of Sampson, on the first even-
ing at Hereford, and the Messiah on the last morning,
are fixed in grateful remembrance. Mrs. Billington was
the soprano-singer, and Harrison and Bartleman weres the
tenor and bass: and did I but possess the musical power,
coveted in vain all my life, I could now pour forth from
the treasure of song then laid in faithful memory, the
strains of the first-named, in ‘Let the bright Seraphim,’
and in ‘I know that my Redeemer liveth,” and the deep
and mellow tones of Bartleman seem to be still reproduced
when I think of them. After the evening performances,
a ball took place, which was to me a new sight. The
daughters of Sir George Cornewall, most of them still un-
married, occupied my attention. Miss Fanny Cornewall
became soon after Lady Hereford, and Miss Harriet became
Mrs. Lewis (later the mother of two much distinguished
sons, of whom the younger was Sir George Cornewall
Lewis). Miss Caroline Cornewall married not long after,
and was slightly known to me later as Lady Duff Gordon.
Mr. Price (later Sir Uvedale Price) and his fine park of
Foxley, are very distinct in my Hereford recollection.
The work of Mr. Price on the Picturesque I knew vell,
having read it aloud te my mother, both of us taking it in
con amore.

‘“Youth looks out upon life, as a distant prospect sun-
gilt) is a remark made by Johnson on a very hacknied
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subject, which must present itself to every human being
under one or another aspect. With me, the ¢ sun-gilding’
had soon passed away: and only while that lasted, can I
discern spots which tempt me to delineation, or tracks
which guided to scenes or objects of interest. I was, in a
grave and dispirited family, the only piece of health and
activity and comparative cheerfulness, and I had to con-
tend against becoming accustomed to the habit of dwell-
ing upon evil whether present or prospective. Four lines
(which I believe form part of a sonnet of Miss Seward’s)
may be taken as the text of most of my unspoken medi-
tations, or reveries—

¢ Come, bright Imagination! come, rclume
Thine orient lamp ! with renovating ray
Shine on the mind, and pierce its gathering gloom
With all the fires of intellectual day!’”



CHAPTER IIT.
HOME LIFE AT LLANOVER.

“Le bonheur se trouvait pour elle dans un grand développement de
ses facultés, elle résidait dans I'application.”—Mapame Rorawn.

IN the extreme quiet of her life at Llanover, Mrs.

Waddington found all-sufficient interest in the
education of her daughters Frances and Emilia. But
while Emilia Waddington touched all the tenderest
chords of her mother’s heart by her patient and cheer-
ful endurance of suffering, the vigorous constitution
and more advanced age of her elder child rendered her
every day an increasingly valuable companion to the
parent, whose peculiar system of tuition was certainly
eminently successful. She mnever overloaded her
daughter with tasks, but from the earliest age she
interested her by reading aloud or by recounting what
she herself had read, repeating such parts as she con-
sidered would make a beneficial impression.  “ What-
ever you do, do it with all your might,” was a maxim
from which she never departed. A great deal of rest
was insisted upon, and a great deal of air and exercise,
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but when employed, no half attention was allowed or
even endured. Idle hands and listless looks were never
permitted for an instant. The moment attention
flagged, the book was closed and put away, and a habit
of self-examination and reflection was engendered,
which in general is too much neglected.

In after years, the Baroness Bunsen, when referring
to her child-life at Llanover, often spoke of the way in
which her early habits of absolute self-dependence were
engendered. On seeing how in many families it is
supposed that children must be “watched ” from morn-
ing till night, she used to describe how different was
her up-bringing, left entirely without any guidance
except her mother’s directions, from which she never
thought of deviating, as to the employment of her
time ; without any regular lesson-hours, yet, when in
the house, expected to be always busy with onc thing
or other, and that, not in any solitary retreat, but in
her mother’s sitting-room, exposed to constant inter-
ruptions, and therefore trained to pin down attention
to the utmost.

Frances Waddington never was placed under a
governess, and till she was fourteen, almost the only
instruction she received except that of her mother, was
from a female artist (Miss Palmer), who was remark-
able for her admirable style of sketching from nature.
Before she was six years old the young Frances used to
_accompany this lady, watching her at work, and very
soon beginning to take the same view. Her improve-
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ment was extraordinarily rapid, and encouraged by her
mother, whose exquisite taste and accurate eye detected
the slightest fault in drawing or colouring, she made
such progress as very soon to outstrip her early in-
structress. Mrs. Waddington encouraged her little
daughter in the practice of drawing everything that
came in her way, whether it was a landscape, a build-
ing, a figure, an animal, or a table with a pair of
candlesticks upon it. There are volumes of her draw-
ings from nature before she was six years old. She
was advised, on looking at any object, to think of how
she would draw it, and how the lights and shades fell,
and to be able to give a reason for every line she
made. Especially remarkable as evidence of her artistic
skill, and thorough knowledge of form at this time,
are her many cuttings out in black paper—an art now
almost forgotten, but which was then greatly admired.
The extreme truthfulness, remembered as charac-
teristic of both her father and mother, is so quaintly
evinced in the following letter of their little Frances,
written at four years old, that it claims insertion :—

¢ My dear Aunt Harriet,—Mamma desires me to write
to you, and she told me to write to my grandpapa, or else I
should not think of sending you letters, as I do not
remember either of you. My aunts Louisa and Fanny I
do remember, and love very much. My grandmamma
‘Waddington has given Emily and me three guineas. I
cannot tell what else to say.—F. WappiNeTON.”

VOL. 1, F
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Being encouraged, as early as 1802, to keep a journal
of her inner life, Frances Waddington inscribed upon
the first page the precept of Dr. Johnson, “ The great
thing to be recorded is the state of your own mind;
and you should write down everything that you remem-
ber, for you cannot judge at first what is good or bad ;
and write immediately while the impression is fresh,
for it will not be the same thing a weck afterwards.”

A great reader, and interested on all subjects which
exercised the understanding, Mrs. Waddington pos-
sessed unusual powers of expression both in writing
and conversation, and had a peculiarly musical voice,
which combined harmony with power and flexibility
of intonation and was without the least affectation.
There are many instances on record of the electrical
effect which her voice produced, and one is remem-
bered of her suddenly speaking to a post-boy, who
was beating his horse cruelly, in tones which seemed
to strike him motionless. Her reading aloud was a
special gift. Whatever she read—the Bible, or poetry,
or the plays of Shakspeare, her voice and manner were
exactly suited to the subject. She encouraged the
power of recitation in her daughter Frances, who used
from an early age to learn many poems by heart
for her own pleasure and that of her mother: this
was merely resorted to as a recreation, her retentive
memory prevented its being a labour. She also fre-
quently wrote to the dictation of her mother, and
they read together continually.
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Already in childhood, Emilia Waddington had be-
come the confirmed invalid which she continued through
life, and was able to have little share in her sisters’
employments, so that, till her fourteenth year, the life
of Frances, except for her mother, would have been
singularly lonely and monotonous. At that time, she
was allowed to have occasional lessons in music and
dancing. Amongst the few persons whom she was in
the habit of seeing from time to time, were the Allens
of Cresselly, who, being natives and residents of South
Wales, had frequent opportunities of coming to Llan-
over on their journies to and from London. The
Allen of Cresselly of that time married the daughter
of Lord Robert Seymour (then of Taliarris). His
only brother, Baugh Allen (afterwards appointed by
Mr. Waddington’s will trustee for Madame de Bun-
sen’s fortune), was for many years Master of Dulwich
College, an office which he resigned on his marriage
with the niece of Sir Samuel Romilly. Their sisters,
though not celebrated by poets or biographers, were
perhaps more worthy of public record than many of
their contemporaries whose lives have been written.
They were remarkable in many ways. Of eight daugh-
ters the greater number were exceedingly handsome,
and there was not one who did not excel in conver-
sational powers, or who had not a talent for writing,
which though confined, as far as is known, to intimate
correspondence, might have been employed on literary
productions with advantage to the world. The eldest
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married Sir James Mackintosh : another married M. de
Sismondi : two married the well-known brothers, John
and Josiah Wedgewood ; another the Rev. Matthew
Surtees, brother-in-law of the Lord Chancellor Eldon ;
and another (mentioned later in these volumes) mar-
ried the Rev. E. Drewe, Rector of Broad-Hambury, in
Devonshire, and was mother of the late Lady Gifford
and Lady Alderson.

During the many years of her early married life,
spent in the centre of Welsh cottages and Welsh cot-
tagers, Mrs. Waddington did not think of acquiring
knowledge of the Welsh language, which had a large
share in her occupations, when, after the marriage of
her elder daughters, she was only occupied by the care
of her youngest child, who from childhood exhibited
a passionate attachment for everything connected with
the country of her birth. The interest in the ancient
language of DBritain which her daughter Augusta
awakened in Mrs. Waddington was afterwards much
increased by conversation with Baron Bunsen and his
learned countrymen Professor Lepsius and Dr. Meyer,
who proved to her the value of Welsh with reference
to philology as well as to historical and antiquarian
subjects.

It was in her fifteenth year that Frances Wadding-
ton first visited London, when her mother, who had
been accustomed to all that was best in the society
of Windsor and St. James’s in her youth, but who had
looked upon herself as a kind of pariah from society in
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her Welsh seclusion, and imagined herself forgotten by
her former associates, was equally surprised and grati-
fied by the warmth with which she was greeted. Ispe-
clally cordial was her reception by the daughters of
Thomas Earl of Pomfret—Lady Charlotte Finch, Lady
Juliana Penn, and Lady Louisa Clayton, who had been
amongst the most intimate friends of Mrs. Delany.
Her interview with the Royal Family on the occasion
of her first visit to London is described in a letter
from Frances Waddington to her aunt Miss Harrict
Port.

“ June 5,1805.—I must begin by telling you that yester-
day the Princesses, and afterwards the Queen, on hearing
that mamma was with the Miss Fieldings,* sent for her,
Emily, Augusta, and me; and, after having given you so
great a piece of mnews, I will tell you the whole story
methodically. Mamma went to Lady C. Finch’s to see Miss
Augusta Fielding’s and Miss Finch’s dresses, and was a
good deal surprised at finding Miss Fielding in full dress,
though she was not to go to court, and, on inquiring the
reason, understood that she was going to the Princesses, to
stay with them till they were sent for by the Queen. After
having given mamma this piece of information, Miss
Fielding whispered to her sister, and then said, ‘I have no
doubt they would send for you if they knew you were
here.” She ran out of the room, and coming back in
a few minutes, said that the Princesses desired we would

* Daughters of Captain Ficlding, R.N., by Sophia, daughter of
Lady Charlotte Finch, who was governess to the princesses.
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all come up. Miss Fielding then got for mamma a purple
cap and feathers of her sister’s and a white muslin gown
of her own, which she helped her to put on, while Miss
Augusta fastened the feathers in mamma’s head, which
you, who know what it is to have to dress in a hurry, par-
ticularly for Court, where she was forcad to go early, will
acknowledge to have been excessively good-natured. All
this time Miss Fielding’s maid trimmed me out in a coral
necklace and a worked muslin gown of her mistress’s,
with a long train. Emily unluckily had left her cap at
home and came only in a hat, so Miss Fielding formed the
expedient of tying a blue Barcelona handkerchief round
her head, and a necklace round her throat, and then, our
borrowed feathers having been properly adjusted, we went
to their Royal Highnesses, all of us, as you may believe,
in a pretty good fright, except Augusta, who was perfectly
at her ease. We came into a very little room, which the
Princesses, with their hoops, almost exclusively occupied.
I guessed at once which was Princess Augusta by her
kindness to mamma, Princess Elizabeth by her size, and
Princess Mary by her beauty. Princess Amelia was not
there, and Princess Sophia I did not much look at, as I
was occupied in admiring Princess Mary’s headdress, which
was a large plume of white ostrich feathers, and a very
small plume of black feathers placed before the white
ones: her hair was drawn up quite smooth to the top of
her head, with one large curl hanging from thence almost
down to her throat. Ier petticoat was white and silver,
and the drapery and body, as well as I can recollect, were
of purple silk, covered with spangles, and a border and
fringe of silver. Princess Elizabeth had eleven immense
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yellow ostrich feathers in her head, which you may imagine
had not a very good effect. 'We had been in the room five
minutes, during which time Princess Elizabeth took a great
deal of notice of Augusta (who says that ¢ the lady in a blue
gown and hoop took her to the window and kissed her’)
when Princess Charlotte of Wales came in, dressed in a
pale pink frock covered with lace and wearing a beautiful
pearl necklace and bracelets and a diamond cross. She is
a very pretty and delicate-looking child, and has light
brown hair, which curls all over her head. Princess Eliza-
beth took her by the hand. The Queep then sent for
the Princesses, and if they had been anyone else, I must
have laughed at seeing them sidle out of the room, holding
their hoops with both hands. We were moving fowards
Miss Fielding’s room, when mamma was told that Princess
Elizabeth wanted her; so we all followed mamma and
Miss Fielding into a room, where we saw Her Majesty with
all the Princesses, and Mrs. Fielding and a great many
more ladies. Emily and I stood outside the door till Prin-
cess Elizabeth called us in, and the Queen made some
remarks on mamma’s having two such great girls, and she
spoke very graciously to mamma, and made inquiries after
Madame d’Arblay.* Then she said she would not detain
us any longer, so we walked off, and had just put on our
own clothes, when Mrs. Fielding came and made us
dress again, to go to the Princess Charlotte, who was to
remain with Lady C. Finch for some time. 'We went and

* Because the pension of Madame d’Arblay, which had ceascd on
her marriage and residence in France, had been restored on the
representation and personal influence of Mrs. Waddington, who made
known her reduced circumstances to Queen Charlotte.
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staid with her Royal Highness for about an hour, who
played as good-naturedly as possible with Augusta,
who was never better pleased in her life. The Princess
said in the prettiest manner imaginable ‘Would not
Mrs. Waddington sit down?’ and in short has quite the

manners of a little queen, though she is as natural as pos-
sible.”

A few days later Frances Waddington was present
at the trial of Lord Melville, impeached for having
connived at a system of peculation while Treasurer of

the Navy.

FrANCES WADDINGTON fo Miss HARRIET PoRrr.

11 June, 1805.—Mamma received, through Lady Albinia
Cumberland,* an order from Lady Willoughby for two tickets
for the Great Chamberlain’s box for the last day of Lord
Melville’s trial, whenever that should be. We only knew
late on Wednesday afternoon that it was fixed for Thurs-
day, when I got up at five, as we were told many people
would go at that time, but my aunt Fannyt did not call for
me till seven. The doors were not opened till nine, but
during the interval Colonel Ram took us into the Houses
of Lords and Commons. I never could have imagined
what a real squeeze was until I found myself in the
passage leading to the Great Chamberlain’s box ; however,
we were soon safely seated, and were exactly in front of
the throne. At twelve the procession of peers commenced,
the Masters in Chancery in long wigs—some in purple and

* Daughter of George, third Earl of Buckinghamshire.
+ Then Mrs. Ram.
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gold, some scarlet and gold, and some in black and gold
robes; then the Lord Chancellor, the barons, bishops,
viscounts, and so on—those of least rank walking first,
and the procession ending with the Royal Dukes. Then a
man bearing a sceptre, having commanded silence in the
King’s name on pain of imprisonment, the trial began, which
certainly was not amusing, as it consisted solely of Lord
Erskine’s asking the opinion of each peer on the ten
different articles of impeachment, and the peer got up in
his place and answered ‘guilty’ or ‘not guilty,” putting
his hand on his heart. Not one gave the answer really
well and gracefully except the Duke of Cumberland; but
the Royal Dukes all spoke audibly, which I am sure the
peers did not. We did not get home till five o’clock, so I
had been twelve hours without eating anything but some
sea biscuits.

Dr. Burney dined with us, and at twelve ».M. mamma
went to Lady Lansdowne’s masquerade dressed as a pilgrim.
There were some incomparable masks, especially Sir Walter
Raleigh by Mr. W. Lyttleton, who lugged about his History
of the World, and began reading it aloud to Queen Eliza-
beth. The Duke of Clarence, dressed as a woman, walked
about all night with Mrs. Jordan, and the Duke of Sussex
with Grassini, whose delightful acting in ‘Camilla’ I have
not yet told you of.”

The kindness of her reception in the preceding year
induced Mrs. Waddington to return to London in 1806,
when she visited Windsor with her children and Mr.
and Mrs. Ram; the King, wha was then in his sixty-
seventh year, heing already virtually under sentence of
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blindness, a cataract having formed over onc of his
eyes, and a second being in process.

FrANcEs WADDINGTON fo Miss HARRIET PORT.

“30 June, 1806.—Yesterday mamma, Emily, Augusta
and I went to Windsor, and staid from six till almost eight
with Lady Albinia Cumberland, who told mamma that she
had a most warm friend in Princess Elizabeth, and that
she had been speaking of her in the highest terms that
very day at dinner. We drank tea with Lady Albinia, and
then went on the terrace, where the King, all the Princesses
except Princess Mary, and the Duke of Cambridge were
walking. The first time they passed by, Princess Augusta
and one of the others turned out of the line, and came up
to mamma, saying ‘How do you do? I am so glad to see
you.” The next time they all stopped for more than a
quarter of an hour. - The King said to mamma, ‘I did not
know you at first, I am grown quite blind lately;’ so
mamma answered, ‘But your Majesty looks well”—¢ Yes,
I am in perfect health, I have no right to complain.” The
King then stooped to Augusta—¢And who is this little
thing ?’ Upon which Princess Augusta said, ¢Oh, that is
a very beautiful little thing!’ and mamma lifted Augusta
up, and the King looked at her and praised her, and Princess
Elizabeth kissed her, and then said, ‘ These are the two
others,” and she took me by the arm, and put me close to
the King, who looked at me through his glass, and said,
‘You are a very undutiful daughter to grow taller than
your mother’ (a proof of the badness of his eyes), and he
asked me how long we had been in town. Emily was then
gshown to him, and he asked mamma after Uncle Dewes,
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and said, ‘Well, and how do you think the old walls
look ?’ and laughed at her expressing her delight at
hearing the chimes; and Princess Elizabeth said to me, ‘I
have such a beautiful drawing of yours.” ”

To the SAME.

23 June, 1806.—I must tell my aunt Harriet and my
grandpapa that Pamela, a TFrenchwoman, the daughter
and éleve of Madame de Genlis, is one of the very sweetest
creatures I ever had the pleasure of beholding. TLast
night we went to Lady Sarah Napier, when she ran into
the room looking not more than six and twenty. After
Lord Edward Fitzgerald’s death she married an American
merchant named Pitcairne. Her gown was of printed
calico, but only came over her shoulders, with two short
sleeves: all that wasseen in frontwas a white bodyand petti-
coat. On her head was a little black Oxonian’s cap, made
of black crape and beads which she pulled off to Lady
Sarah. Her black eyes are in perpetual motion ; she has
not a morsel of rouge, and she laughed at the beautiful
Dowager Duchess of Rutland for wearing so much, saying
‘When I am a grandmother, I will have a clean face, that
I may not daub my little grandchildren’s noses with rouge
when I kiss them.’

““We have been with Lady Stuart and Miss Hobart to
see Lord Stafford’s pictures. They give tickets for people
to see them every Wednesday, when the rooms are erowded
like the Royal Academy Exhibition. The pictures are
extremely fine, but it is quite ridiculous to observe out of
the numbers that came into the room, how few thought it
necessary even to look at them. T stood very near Mrs.
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Siddons for some time, to hear what she said. At length
she picked out a painting of some Dutch fishwomen, the
last thing upon earth you could call interesting, and ‘what
a sweet composition is that!’ was pronounced in her deepest
tragedy tones.”

In the following year the Windsor visit was repeated.

FRrANCES WADDINGTON {0 Miss PoRT.

“13 July, 1807. — Yesterday we went to Windsor.
The crowd on the Terrace was amazing and the heat
intense. The first time the Royal Family passed, only
Princess Elizabeth spoke to mamma and shook hands with
her. The next time they all stopped, and Princess Eliza-
beth kindly took a great deal of trouble to get the Queen
to make out mamma, which she did at last, with some
difficulty, and then, to make amends, told her that ‘she
was not much altered since she saw her last” Then
Princess Elizabeth said twice ‘This is Mrs. Waddington’s
daughter,” and the Queen commented on my looking so
much stouter than mamma, then she asked after mamma’s
health and mamma told her she was very much troubled
with headaches. ¢Oh,’” said the Queen, ‘that is like me,
I have very bad headaches.’” Then the Queen turned to
my aunt Fanny and Mr. Ram, and Princess Mary spoke
most kindly to mamma, and so did the Duke of Cambridge.
The King spoke to mamma, but did not say anything par-
ticular : he looked grave, and stood staring at her for near
five minutes, but I am afraid he could not see her. The
Queen is grown so enormous that she looks as if she car-
ried all the fifteen Princes and Princesses before her.”
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In the summer of 1808, the family passed a longer
time in London, for Frances Waddington was now
seventeen, though from her mother’s frequent and
severe headaches she did not go out very much, and
then only under the chaperonage of some trusted
friend.

FrANcES WADDINGTON fo Miss HARRIET PoRrT.

6 July, 1808. — I must now tell you of yesterday.
‘We were dressed and with Miss Fielding by half-past
twelve. 'We were called in first to see Princess Mary and
Princess Charlotte, then to Princess Sophia. The Queen
and the other Princesses were so hurried they could not
come, but promised to come if possible after the drawing-
room. Those two Princesses were very kind to mamma,
particularly Princess Sophia, but they both looked sadly
ill, and though very smiling and good-natured, I think
there is a striking appearance of melancholy in their
countenances. Princess Sophia was beautifully dressed in
pink and silver tissue covered with blonde lace and
wreaths of silver flowers. DPrincess Mary was very mag-
nificent in white and silver. Princess Charlotte’s dress
was blue and silver tissue with a white lace frock, a
diamond necklace and cross, her hair (which grows beau-
tifully about her forehead) curled in front, and done up
behind in curls with a diamond arrow, diamond brooches
on her sleeves. The Duchess of Brunswick is quite a
vulgar-looking old woman, dressed in white crape, being
in deep mourning for her daughter. The Dukes of Xent,
Curnaberland, and Cambridge, were in magnificent field-
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marshal’s uniforms. When the Queen and the Princesses
went into the drawing-room, Princess Charlotte came
back to Miss Fielding, and staid till half-past four, as
kind as possible to Augusta, whom she knew at first sight,
and seemed to like much better than the other children.
Nothing can be more perfect than her manners, her figure
and carriage are charming, with a pretty animated coun-
<? tenance, and nothing like pride about her, suffering Lady
Robert Fitzgerald’s children to take liberties with her,
without even looking displeased. She is very much to be
pitied, for the only amusement she has in the year is
coming to Lady Charlotte Finch’s, on the King and Queen’s
birthday ; and she does nothing from morning till night
but learn lessons which she hears Lady de Clifford say are
unnecessary. Mamma spoke to her of Miss Hunt, and she
answered with emotion, ‘O, I was very naughty when
Miss Hunt was with me,” and then mentioned what mamma,
knew before, that Miss Hunt wrote to her on her birth-
day. The Bishop of Salisbury, Princess Charlotte’s pre-
ceptor, as they call him, said to mamma—*T wish to God
we could have Miss IHunt back again, she cannot be

replaced.””

In 1809 Frances Waddington was dangerously ill
at Llanover from typhus fever. In the following
November, partly for the advantage of masters, she
went with her father, mother, and sisters to spend
the winter in Edinburgh—a winter of great enjoy-
ment, as affording that mental stimulus which she so
greatly missed at home. It was a pleasure to Mrs.
Waddington to recall many old associations in the
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society of Mrs. Delany’s favourite godson, Dr. Daniel
Sandford, then Bishop of Edinburgh, and to her
daughter his friendship was of the greatest advantage,
as he was able to enter into the many difficulties on
religious subjects which presented themselves to her
active mind, and to show her how—mnot to turn away
from, but to solve them. His children also were pro-
nounced by‘ Frances Waddington the most agreeable
she ever saw. The society of Sir Walter Scott, of Mr.
Alison, Mr. Jeffrey, and of the charming Lady Louisa
Stuart (granddaughter of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu)
—the life-long friend of Mrs. Waddington, also com-
bined to render the winter most enjoyable. Another
delight was the incomparable acting of Mrs. Siddons,
who was in Edinburgh at this time. It was during
this winter that the attention they excited in others
awakened Mrs. Waddington to the superiority of her
daughter’s intellectual gifts. ~After her return to
Llanover she wrote to her nephew, James Monk, after-
wards Bishop of Gloucester :—

« 3 July, 1810.—1 was very much gratified by my six
months in Edinburgh. Mr. Waddington certainly was
tired of the place, but Fanny was delighted, and had
extraordinary reasons for being so,—for never was greater
justice done to her talents and acquirements. Professor
Playfair said in a mixed company that he never had met with
80 well-balanced or so elegantly cultivated a mind as Miss
‘Waddington’s, and many more similar speeches inevitably
travelled to me, made by other men about her. I say men

.’-‘..( ’
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only, for I kept all the boys aloof, not allowing one to
enter the house, excepting Lord Glenbervie’s son, Mr.
Douglas, Mr. G. Rich, and Lord John Russell, who, bye

the bye, is the only English young man of any promise at
Edinburgh.”

Great was the pleasure of a few days spent with the
Fergussons of Raith, and the enjoyment of its fine
library, its collections of prints, and casts of antique
gems. On returning to Llanover, Miss Waddington
attended to her various studies with fresh energy, as
well as to the education of her younger sisters. She
says in her diary :—

10 June, 1810.—Our books having at last arrived from
Edinburgh, I have my Greek, Latin, Spanish, and Italian,
Euclid, and Smith’s Wealth of Nations to go on with,
besides drawing, practising, and working, hearing Emily
read Italian and secing her embroider, and watching over
Augusta in her mathematics, her drawing, and her music,
and doing geography with her. I cannot always contrive
all these things in one day, but I endeavour to make up
the second day for what I omit in the first.”

In July Professor Monk came to Llanover on a long
visit, when Frances Waddington took the opportunity of
“ going on with mathematics and Latin, to the exclu-
sion of most other things.” The friendship which began
with her cousin over mathematical lessons, led to a
correspondence of many years. In Mr. Monk, both
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mother and daughter, during the stagnation of their
Llanover life, found one who was capable of entering
into the books which formed almost their sole interest,
and who was always willing to discuss them and advise
upon them. The appearance of the successive novels
of Walter Scott were at this time the chief excitements
of many an English home, but at Llanover were
scarcely more of events than the publication of the dif-
ferent works of Madame de Staél, for whose character
and writings Mrs. Waddington had conceived the most
boundless admiration. “Le talent de Madame de
Staél agit comme une sensation,” wrote Mrs. Wadding-
ton, borrowing the authoress’s own words as applied to
Claudius, a novel-writer. The appearance of Z’.Ale-
magne especially excited the most violent enthusiasm.
Mrs. Waddington could not find words to give an idea
of the ‘“maraviglia, ed amore, la riverenza, mille
affetti insieme, tutti raccolti al cor,” excited by the
first and second volumes. Meanwhile, in the society
around Llanover, neither mother or daughter found
anything perfectly congenial.—*Fanny and I see too
many. people qui occupent le méme gradin que nous,”’
wrote Mrs. Waddington to Professor Monk.

FrANCES WADDINGTON {0 the REV. J. H. MONK.
¢ Llanover, 15 March, 1813.—I make an opportunity, a
thing never to be found ready made, to write to you. . . .
As T think you will like to hear of the persons that most
interested us at Bath, I will begin with Mrs. Frances
VOL. 1. G
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Bowdler, sister to Mrs. Harriet Bowdler, who published
Miss Smith’s Fragments, and who is still more known as
the queen of a coterie of ladies at Bath. The two sisters
differ so completely in character and taste, that they have
for years lived separately, though on perfectly good terms.
Mrs. Frances has lived in, and enjoyed, the most desirable
society in her own country, and has enlarged her ideas and
quickened her perceptions, by a long residence abroad;
while Mrs. Harriet has remained fixed like an oyster to
her rock, receiving, as Bishop Warburton says, foul water
or fresh, just as it happened to flow towards her. The
consequence has been, that the former has retained the
originality of her character, and the acuteness of her
understanding, while the excellent talents of the latter
have not preserved her from sinking into the insipidity
which must ever result from indiscriminate intercourse
with the herd of ordinary mortals. Mrs. F. Bowdler’s
favourite topic of conversation was one particularly inter-
esting to me—the modern inhabitants and literature of
that country, which was in ancient days fruitful perhaps
beyond all others in worth and genius.

“We have lately been reading Mrs. Hannah More's
new work, ¢ Christian Morals,” with great pleasure, though
we must ever prefer the writings which established her
reputation, to those which she has published since it was
established, the former having been executed by faculties
in their prime, improved by a long residence in the house
of Garrick and amongst his associates, and by intimate
friendship and correspondence with Lord Orford; whereas
the latter have been the production of advanced years,
decayed health, and taste vitiated by the society of sec-
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taries, and of Mrs. Patty and Mrs. Prue (or whatever may
be their names), her sisters. All this being considered, it
is only wonderful that she should still be able in the high-
est degree to ‘come with power into the conscience,’” and
to reiterate truths long since familiar, not only with fervour
ever increasing, but with unceasing variety: however, at
the same time that we are grateful to Mrs. Hannah More
for the publication of this work, it is impossible not to feel
indignant at the depravity of taste which has induced her
to interlard her most animating passages with offensive
allusions, degrading similes, and pedantic words, by which
she lessens the effect of her exhortations. Another thing
that distressed me in this work was the false reasoning, as
I considered it, respecting Providence: for it has always
appeared tome that the belief in particular interpositions of
the Divine Hand interferes with that fundamental principle
of religion which teaches us that ¢ God works by means,
not miracles;’ that he sets at work causes, which produce
the system of things and course of events we behold;
wherefore, in the very effect of those causes, we may with
truth say we discern the hand of God, but then it is
mediately, not immediately ; a ‘special interference’ of God
would be an interference with his own moral government.
Surely the very word ¢ énferposition’ denotes the fallacy of
tho doctrine ; from what should God snéerpose to save us?
from another power? Dut we know that ¢all power is of
God;’ otherwise we should be admitting the goed and evil
principle of the ancient Persians. As to the consolation
which it is urged may be derived from the doctrine of a
particular Providence, surely nothing more can be required
than the declaration, so solemnly reiterated, in different
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words, that ¢all things shall work fogether for good to them
that love God.””’

Mrs. WADDINGTON {0 REV. ProrEssorn MoNK.

I spent the last evening of being in town with Madame
de Staél, but in such a state of suffering that nothing but
my most ardent desire for years to hear and see the most
wonderful woman of her age, could have induced me to
struggle thro’. Still, as T went with ‘the man in Europe
she most admires’ (her own words), she thought I must be
worth cultivating, and, therefore, in the most engaging
manner bid me ‘not forget her,” but ‘ when I could, come
again.’ In my life I never was so highly gratified by con-
versation. Her speaking is quite equal to her writing.
Indeed Sir J. Mackintosh told me that, except Burke some-
times, he never heard anything at all approaching to her
dazzling eloquence. Fanny spent several hours on Mon-
day night listening to Madame de Stagl, Sir J. Mackintosh,
Dumont, and Mr. W. Smith, and on her return home sat
on my bed two hours, repeating the very words of many of
the sentences of Madame de Staél, and also the admirable
and acute comments of the men who drew her out.”

¢ 8 December, 1813.—Do not think that I am insensible
to public events, because I have said nothing about the
astonishing reverses. - The altered countenance of Napoleon
in the print in Colnaghi’s shop convinced me, in July, that
he would no longer ¢ unassailable hold on his course un-
shaken of motion.” That fat, enervated countenance, so
unlike the Buonaparte by Appiani after the Battle of
Marengo, was not made to govern the world. Stll T
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firmly believe within my life he will be again the greatest
potentate on earth.

“Poor Emily is much worse. Alas, alas! how exactly
does a sentence of Madame de Sta€l’s paint her situation—
‘Terminée comme événement, mais qui subsiste encore
comme souffrance,” and this at nineteen.”

Fraxces WADDINGTON fo PROFESSOR MONEK,

“17 April, 1814.—My Mother bids me say that you have
conferred the greatest of all possible obligations on her, by
having excited for one moment the slightest interest in
Madame de Stagl for her. For years Madame de Staél has
been literally ¢1’objet de son ralle;’ and both my mother
and myself felt to so great a degree the irresistible enchant-
ment of her last work, that we both addressed her; but we
had not courage to send the effusions of our hearts, every
word that we could use seemed so dull, so dead, so inex-
pressive of the sense we entertained of the inestimable
benefit of De P Allemagne; even though she herself has
said in her preface to the Letfres sur Rousseau, ‘ Que lo
sentiment de sa faiblesse méme ne doit pas empécher
d’offrir son hommage & un génie supérieur.’ But one
must have her talent to speak of her as she deserves,
though happily this is not necessary for understanding
and admiring her !—As the Brahmin said to Sir William
Jones, ¢ The night-blowing Ceres beholds but one moon;
but the moon sheds her cheering light on many a night-
blowing Ceres.’

“ Every word you say about the most extraordinary of
all revolutions, the restoration of the Bourbons, we
entirely subscribe to ; all that is now to be hoped is that
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the representative system may atono for the folly of re-
calling ces dmbéeiles, who wero the first, twenty ycars ago,
to desert their country, their brother, and their king, not-
withstanding his supplications to them to remain in
France. My mother and I felt so much for the French
prisoners at Abergavenny on this occasion, that we went
over on Monday to see them; amongst our particular
acquaintance, the dejection and indignation is extreme.
General Rey, late Governor of St. Sebastian, desired.
the Vicar of Abergavenny to write to Lord Bathurst for an
official certificate respecting the events that have taken
place, in order that the prisoners may assemble and declare
by a public act their adherence to the decrees of the Con-
servative Senate.”

Mrs. WappineToN fo REV. ProFESSOR MoNEK.

“ August 26, 1814.—We have had for almost amonth the
master who taught me French and Italian to perfect Fanny
in those languages. She could not write a line in Italian
when Moyon came, and her translations now would sur-
prise you, most particularly the spelling, which she
scarcely ever errs in, from her extraordinary attention in
reading, never having learnt a word by rote in her life.
Moyon says, that excepting the youngest sister of Lord
ITowick, he never saw a girl at all to compare with

Fanny.”

T'raNcEs WADDINGTON {0 the REV. Proresson Monk.

« Llanover, Jan. 25, 1815.—We have just finished ¢ Wa-
verley.” It is not surprising to us now that you should
have requested not to be informed, if we did not like ¢ Waverley’
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—that you should have wished to be spared the painful
sensation consequent upon discovering your friends to be
incapable alike of the noblest and of the commonest sym-
pathies of human nature. I have thought, and said, that
T could never like the person who did not feel like myself
about two other works, namely, ‘Corinne ’ and ¢ Delphine;’
but in those two instances, the unsoundness of the moral
principle forms a ground of objection so highly to be
respected, as to preclude a very close scrutiny as to the
degree of mnative insensibility which must combine with it
to prevent the strong sensations of delight and admiration
that T experience. But to the case of ¢ Waverley’ this
observation does not apply, for wherever our minds can for
an instant turn away from the consideration of the gay
fancy ; the sound reason; the sterling humour; the powers
of reflection and condensation ; the feeling, acute, profound,
tender, yet chastened ; the very soul and spirit of poetry ;
the stores of information, the accuracy of observation,
which every page of this work summons us to attribute to
its author,—we are called upon to admit, that the noblest
principles of moral rectitude are throughout inculcated;
that they are not merely interwoven into the contexture of
the worlk, but that every feeling that is excited, every im-
pression that is left by it, is of the most salutary nature;
the reader is forcibly led by the author to condemn every
defect in character, every error in conduct, though combined
with the most interesting qualities, though tending to the
most desirable results. That our enjoyment might be per-
fect and entire, wanting nothing, every part of ¢ Waverley’
impressed upon our minds the conviction that we owe it to
Walter Scott. When first it came out, we were told posi-
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tively that he had written it, afterwards positively that he
had not; but now, nothing can do away the certainty we
feel on the subject—every perfection that shines forth in
full splendour in this novel, is discernible in a degree in
his conversation.

““We have not yet seen the Edinburgh Review of ¢ Waver-
ley,” and I know not when I shall venture to read it, cer-
tainly not till I have enjoyed some time longer the exalting
sensation of unmixed admiration. The Review will pro-
bably point out some fault, which I may be compelled to
admit, though I have not been able to detect it. How
many faults, supposing they existed, might be covered by
the single merit of having delineated two female characters
so perfect, gentle, calm, enduring, yet enthusiastic in senti-
ment, firm in principle, resolute in action! Ambiguous
excellence, though under different lineaments, is, I think,
to be found in Dr. Moore’s Laura, and Godwin’s Aargue-
rite; but in the works of the most distinguished female
novel writers there is nothing with which T am acquainted,
equal to these masculine conceptions of female perfec-
tion.

‘“ But to go on describing the different effects produced
upon us by different parts of this book, to tell you how it
has made us laugh, how it has made us weep, how inces-
santly the scenes it describes dwell before my mother’s and
my imagination, is out of the question; therefore I will
break off from the subject, after saying that we continually
and devoutly rejoice not to have lived in the times when
the scene of ¢ Waverley’ is laid; for to say nothing of
the strong temptation to be led into error with the erring
minority, in opinion at least, no sensation excited by public
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events in these days, can enable us to form an adequate
conception of the actual suffering that must have been
occasioned by witnessing the infliction of the heaviest
punishments, however justly incurred, on noble and inter-
esting characters, for a mistake in judgment, induced by
feelings, often amiable, ever pardonable.

I cannot yet quit the subject of ¢ Waverley’ without
commenting upon what appears to me a striking pecu-
liarity in those closing scenes of anguish,—that so very
few words are spoken, that in the course of those few
words, the sufferers barely mention a few of the torturing
circumstances of their situation, and then quickly revert to
other subjects, as if dreading yet more to agonize and
unnerve themselves and their auditor. It has ever been
observed that such is the conduct natural to superior minds
in deep distress; but every other writer that I can remem-
ber has departed from nature in this respect, for the sake
of harrowing up to a greater degree the feelings of the
reader, and has contrived in some manner, either by means
of the principal characters, or of bystanders, to analyse
and explain all the causes of misery, lest they should not
be fully understood and entered into.”

¢ Llanover, August 19, 1815.—To your question Whethe1
we have any schemes for the Continent, I answer that we
can at present only think of going to St. Helena. On the
subject connected with that favoured island I know not
how to go on, as by your not mentioning it, I perceive it
has sunk with you into total insignificance, and I cannot
solicit your bare approbation of particulars of conduct and
demeanour that we admire and applaud. I have always
been of opinion that the best justification of Napoleon
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might be made by a dispassionate comparison of the
actions and circumstances of his life with those of other
rulers of nations, contemporary and deccased; and in the
lately discovered scheme of our ministry for kidnapping
Napoleon, and conveying him from Elba to St. Helena, in
defiance of treaties, at the moment that he, in anticipation
of his opponents, made his escape into France, I find an
additional proof of what I had long believed, that indi-
viduals called upon to govern their fellow-men, and conse-
quently raised by their situation above those fears which
keep the majority of human beings within the bounds of
morality, are, with very few exceptions, arbitrary and
iniquitous as far as they have the power of being so.”

In 1816, Mr.and Mrs. Waddington decided on spend-
ing the winter in Italy. They left England sufficiently
late in the autumn to makeit desirable to pass by Paris
on the outside of the barriers, and not to enter the town
for fear of being detained, the delicate health of Mrs.
‘Waddington and her daughter Emilia, and the neces-
sity of passing the Simplon making it imperative to
proceed south with as little delay as possible. The
father, mother, and their daughter Emilia, occupied
one carriage; in a second their eldest daughter took
charge of her sister Augusta. By Frances Wadding-
ton the journey was hailed with rapture as the opening
of a new life; but, when she parted from her home at
Llanover, she little imagined that three and twenty
years would pass, before she saw it again !



CHAPTER IV.
BUNSEN.

“Let no man out of a weak conceit of sobriety, or an ill-
applied moderation, think or maintain that a man can search
too far, or be too well studied in the book of God’s word, or
in the book of God’s works, divinity or philosophy, but rather
let men endeavour at endless progress or proficience in both.”
—BaconN, Advancement of Learning.

“L'homme s’agite, et Dieu le méne.”
FENELON.

AT the end of the last century, on one side of a quiet

street of the old town of Corbach, in the little
principality of Waldeck, stood a low thatched house of
humble aspect. Here, on summer evenings, a little
aged man was wont to sit by the window, a picture of
peaceful contentment, as he placidly smoked his pipe,
and watched the movements of his cocks and hens in
the adjoining poultry-yard. His strongly marked
features, his resolute penetrating eyes and shaggy
eyebrows, indicated a hot-tempered yet kindly spirit
within, which despised all distinctions of rank, and
measured men only by what they were in themselves.
Constantly busied in household cares, his fragile, deli-
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cate wife lingered ever and anon to give a glance of
respectful attention to cach word of her husband,
reserving her looks of love for a beautiful, fair-
complexioned, curly-haired boy, with bright eyes and
finely chiselled features, who seemed out of place in
the sombre framework, which was nevertheless illumi-
nated by his presence.

Christian Carl Josias was the son of Heinrich Chris-
tian Bunsen’s old age, the unexpected gift of God
after his marriage in 1790 with Johannette Eleanore
Brocken, who was then advanced in life. Heinrich
Bunsen was the descendant of a family, who had lived
for centuries at Corbach, and filled posts of confidence
in the municipal hierarchy of that ancient town. Yet,
though one of its members is spoken of as an author,
another as a poet, the family generally had never risen
above the rank of agriculturists, a calling indicated
by the three ears of wheat upon their escutcheon, as
it is by the name, for Bunse means yeoman in old
Teutonic language. In his youth Heinrich Bunsen
had not been fortunate. He had been induced, by the
promise of rapid military advancement, to enlist in a
regiment of natives of Waldeck engaged in the%¥érvice
of Holland. But when he returned after twenty-nine
years of exile, he found his hopes of fortune restricted
to a small retiring pension, and to the produce of a few
paternal acres, with the pittance he could earn by
making copies of legal documents. During his ex-
patriation he had married his first wife, who died in
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1782, leaving two daughters, Christiana and Helene.
These children, in the first hours of desolation, he had
the anguish of seeing deprived, not only of maternal
care, but of the comforts of life, which his scanty
means, hitherto eked out by a mother’s solicitude, could
no longer afford them. But his sister, Helene Stricker,
came to the rescue, and received the children into her
house at Amsterdam, and Heinrich Bunsen returned
alone to Corbach in 1789.

In the following year he married again with Johan-
nette Brocken, who had lived for fifteen years in the
Palace of Bergheim, a valued dependant in the house-
hold of Christine, Countess of Waldeck. Their only
child was born on the 25th of August, 1791, and
received his first name Christian from the Countess of
‘Waldeck ; his second Carl from her daughter, Countess
Caroline of Limburg-Gaildorf; his third, Josias, from
Count Josias of Waldeck ; all three members of the
house of Waldeck officiating as his god-parents. At
seven years old, little Christian Bunsen was sent to the
Gymnasium, or Latin School of Corbach, but continued
to reside at his parents’ house, which about this time
received a visit from his half-sister Christiana, nine-
teen years older than himself, who “had the power of
interesting and attaching her young brother more than
any other person, impressing upon his mind the con-
clusions of her powerful and independent understand-
ing.” DBunsen remained at the Corbach school till he
was sixteen, “seizing upon information offered as a
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property to which he had a natural claim, achieving
tasks with power and certainty, as though he already
possessed by intuition the knowledge he was acquir-
ing.” His voracity for books was insatiable, and hav-
ing soon exhausted all the small libraries of his parents
and neighbours, he used to spend any stray moments in
assisting his father in the copying of law-papers, that
he might earn some small coins towards their acquire-
ment. It is a proof of his aptitude for languages that
as the pastor of a distant village possessed the treasure
of Glover’s “Leonidas,” and a few other English books,
he was able while still a boy to teach himself English
by their diligent study.

Many pleasant glimpses of Bunsen’s boyhood are
derived from the recollections of his friend Wolrad
Schumacher, who at an early age was sent to the
Corbach school from his paternal home in the neigh-
bouring town of Arolsen.

T left Arolsen,” he says, ¢ with extreme sorrow, which
was not diminished by the gloomy aspect of my new abode
and my new teacher. But my heart did not break nor
harden; all at once I found myself sitting beside Christian
Bunsen, in the dwelling of his parents, kindly received by
them as well as by their son. How this happened I have
no remembrance, so suddenly and rapidly did all the late
occurrences drag me along with them ; but all at once I
found myself spending whole winter evenings in that
house. The father read the newspaper or a book, the
mother sat by him knitting, a female servant was spinning
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in the corner behind the stove, Christian and I sat on a
bench under the window towards the street, somewhat in
the shade. Little do I recall of what was spoken, when
" suddenly we start up at the sound of a bell which summons
me home ; the leave-taking at the house-door extended to
some length; then he accompanies me to my home; I
follow him back to his own; till at last parting becomes
unavoidable.

‘“The dwelling of the family was in a side street; the
thatched roof, the threshold at the entrance, the stable on
your right hand after entering, reminded you of the
arrangement of the abode of a Westphalian yeoman :
there was besides a flight of stairs to the upper story on
the right, and on the left the outlet to a small garden.
The dwelling-chamber, roomy and light, was on the left
from the house-door. Christian Bunsen’s own small room
was in the upper story, towards the garden. Here, during
my Corbach school-years, did I go in and out, finding my
friend never otherwise than occupied, full of zeal and
earnestness over his books. In the morning he was up
with the sun, which shone straight into his window, look-
ing towards the east. During the summer evenings, when

I came in the twilight to fetch him to walk, he was read-
~ ing or writing, but ever turned from his occupation to
receive me with bright kindness. Throughout the school,
he was admired as a genius. In knowledge and compre-
hension, no individual could measure with him in any
degree, and his laboriousness cast all the rest into the
shade.”

When he was sixteen, Bunsen had reached the high-
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est form in the school at Corbach, and he was then
sent to Marburg University, Heinrich Bunsen having
made it possible by excessive industry and economy
during his son’s residence at home, to meet the expense
of giving him a college education. But the University
of Marburg was then rapidly declining, and in the
following year Bunsen removed to Géttingen, whither
the fame of his scholarship had preceded him, and
where he was most warmly welcomed by Heyne, then
the leading classical scholar of Germany, who soon
perceived for himself that he had to do with a student
of uncommon gifts, and rendered his future more easy
and hopeful by procuring him the work and salary of
an extra teacher at the Gymnasium. A few months
later, Bunsen’s position was further assured by his
appointment as private tutor to William Backhouse
Astor, son of the famous American merchant.

The years spent at Gottingen were amongst the
happiest of Bunsen’s life. The ardour displayed in all
he undertook was shown in nothing more than in his
friendships. The two youths with whom he had lodg-
ings in common were Lachmann, afterwards celebrated
as a philological writer, and from his edition of the
New Testament; and Liicke, afterwards well known
as a theological teacher, and from his critical edition of
the Gospel of St. John. Bunsen’s room was the largest,
and there a noble band of friends was wont to gather,
whose bond of affection remained unbroken, till it was
severed by death.
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“The instinctive discernment of differences of cha-
racter,” says Schumacher, ‘“of mental gifts and qualities
of the heart, for which Bunsen was ever remarkable, his
faculty of mecting without artifice or dissimulation every
variety of mind, influentially or sympathetically,—was,
perhaps, never so powerfully called forth, so brought into
living action, as among his friends at Géttingen ; Reinhard
Bunsen, Thienemann, Ernst Schulze, Ludwig Abeken, and
many others, might be named as seeming to correspond to
various portions of his intellectual being, and being met
by him accordingly. The last-mentioned, in whom the
germ of early death was fast developing, was an object of
his peculiar affection and attention. How would he carry
on discussion with the worthy intelligent friend Agricola!
and hold argument, as in the atmosphere of Pericles,
with the refined Greek scholar Dissen! With the caustic
spirit of Lachmann he hit upon the right stimulus by
which to lead him into disputation: to the learned
ungentle Dr. Reck he would listen with the patience of
an anchorite, ending with proposing to him a humorous
toast. In short, he read men as he did books; but,
before all things should be noted of him that, having a
heart himself, he never failed to do justice to the heart of
another.

“Often did he in the evening drop asleep like a child on
his seat: but in the morning he rese in sufnmer at four, in
winter at five o’clock, and, after a rapid but not negligent
toilet, hastened forth with g face of joyous thought to his
books and the desk in his study.

¢ Plus wlétra® was Bunsen's matto during the time af
Gattingen ; afterwards, he chose ‘ Jiu silentto ¢t spe,” "

VOL. L. H



98 LIFE AND LETTERS OF BARONESS BUNSEN.

We have a later picture of the student band at
Gottingen from the pen of Irnst Schulze, the poet,
after his return from active service during the cam-
paign against the French in 1813.

“My isolation led me back to my friends. DBy the
untiring efforts of Bunsen our whole circle, consisting of
Lachmann, Liicke, Reck, Bunsen, and myself, and further
widened by the addition of the admirable Brandis—also in
intimacy less close, by that of Brandis’s brother, of Jacobs,
Klenze, and Ulrich—was brought together again. A
spirit of zealous but friendly emulation arose amongst us;
and on a certain cheerful evening, at my suggestion, we
made a vow, each to each other and to all, that we would
effect something great in our lives. It was a noble circle,
in which an oppressed heart could expand and breathe
again. Bunsen, the man of kingly and all-ruling spirit,
considering all branches of knowledge, all forms of mental
exertion, but as means to accomplish a single great object,
—who, open at all times to every sort of impression, could
with indescribable power appropriate and make his own
all that seemed in nature most opposite; who, with the
keenest, and at times appalling clearness of intellectual
perception, united a depth of sympathising feeling, and
who, with an energy, ceaselessly diverted into a multitude
of channels, never lost sight of his object;—DBrandis,
whose cheerful faithful heart beamed from his counte-
nance, and in whom much learning and keen intelligence
had not lessened the power of pleasing, and being pleased;
—Lachmann, fine-grained, critical, satirical and witty, but
with the vague loﬁgings of a heart that knew not its will
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or way, of irritable fibre, and almost feverish tempera-
ment ;—Liicke, in all the radiance of prosperouslove and of
religions enthusiasm, upright, firm, earnestly endeavouring
after a sphere of active usefulness, yet deeply meditative,
and inclined to mysticism; —lastly, the unimpassioned
Reck, ever taking care of his friends, ever provided with
good advice for everyone, having a clear and intelligent
but always politic view of life, and making amends to his
associates by zeal and faithful attachment for his want of
susceptibility of the beautiful, and for the absence of polish
and refinement. The bond which united us was at this
time riveted for ever.” *

Academic honours continued to crown the exertions
of Bunsen. In 1812 he was appointed teacher of
Hebrew to the highest, and of Greck to the second
form of the Géttingen school. In the same year he
gained the prize for an “Essay on the Athenian Law
of Inheritance,” which attracted so much attention,
that the University of Jena soon afterwards presented
him unsolicited with the diploma of a Doctor of Philo-
sophy. Meantime his relations with William Astor were
of the happiest nature, and with him in 1813 he made
a tour to Vienna, Munich, Switzerland, and Northern
Italy. In 1814, Astor returned to America, promising
to come back and meet Bunsen again in Kurope in
two years’ time. Bunsen at once took advantage of the
opportunity for a journey to Holland to visit his sister

* These paragraphs, from the recollections of Schumacher and
Schulze, have already appeared in the ¢ Memoirs of Baron Bunsen.”
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Christiana, with whom, as he wrote to Brandis—“a
few days filled up the long chasm of eight years’ sepa-
ration.” It was then for the first time that he learnt
the sad story of his sister’s life. The death of her
aunt IHelene Stricker had deprived her at fifteen of
the only protector to whom her independent nature
could attach itself, and for many years she had fulfilled
the arduous task of companion to an aged invalid lady,
who provided for her at her death. DMeantime, she
had become acquainted with a young officer of good
family named Faber, who inspired her with a devoted
attachment, and who endeavoured to make her promise
to marry him, as soon as his circumstances allowed of
it. But when she made his proposal known to her
father, he, having been in some manner entrusted
with the guardianship of Faber by his family, felt
himself bound to put a positive prohibition upon any
engagement between the young officer and his portion-
less daughter, and harshly forbade her ever seeing him
or writing to him. Faber was sent away on.distant
service but, through two and twenty years of absence,
remained faithful to his love for Christiana. Then he
traced her to Amsterdam, and a meeting took place;
but “in the pallid and emaciated woman of thirty-
nine he could find nothing of the girl of seventeen,
whom he had left in bloom and freshness.” Ile urged
her, however, to fulfil an engagement, which, though
never formally made, had been faithfully kept by both,
and she promised to marry him as soon as he should
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return from the Russian expedition, for which the vast
army was then collecting. Faber never returned; he
fell in Russia. At the same time, the failure of banks
swallowed up the whole of the funds from which
Christiana had derived her maintenance, and she was
left to subsist upon a pittance gained by fine needle-
work. Then her eyesight gave way, her health failed,
and she would have perished from want of care and
comforts, but for the charity of two Dutch ladies, who
discovered her destitution.

The broken health and sad disclosures of Christiana
were an unexpected shock to her brother, but he, who
never in after life shrank from a responsibility, at once
determined to undertake the cost of her maintenance,
and insisted upon reconducting her to his father’s
home at Corbach, till he should be appointed to a pro-
fessorship, and be enabled to offer to share with her a
home of his own.

In the following year (1815), the desire of acquiring
the Danish language and of studying Icelandic, in-
duced Bunsen to accompany his friend Brandis to
Copenhagen, where he was received by Dr. Brandis
(Physician to the King of Denmark) with paternal
love and kindness, an affection ever after returned with
filial warmth and recollection. The two young friends
settled in the town for the sake of more uninterrupted
leisure for study, but daily resorted to tho country-house
of Dr. Brandis for dinner, and remained there till just
before the closing of the city gates at midnight. Many
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were the Danish notabilities who at this time cagerly
met the acquaintance of Bunsen, and he greatly enjoyed
the time spent amongst them. e also crossed the sea to
the Swedish coast, and visited the university of Lund.
A fortnight passed in the companionship of Chamisso
was greatly valued, and left a deep impression of the
rare gifts of the poet.* Meantime, Bunsen devoted
himself with great success to the study of Danish, and
also received lessons from a learned Icelander, with
whom he read Snurro Sturlesen and the Edda, &ec., in
the original.

In the beginning of November, the friends crossed
to Swinemiinde, and proceeded to Berlin. Here
Bunsen continued his linguistic studies, and became
acquainted with Schleiermacher, Solger, Buttmann, Sa-
vigny, but above all with Niebuhr, who was then
crushed to the earth by the death of his wife, but
roused himself to receive the young students, with the
kindness which he was ever ready to show to those
who were truly secking after knowledge and truth.
Bunsen at once found his way to his heart, and the
relation of master and disciple was then established,
which continued through life. “Other visits demand
notice,” wrote Bunsen to Liicke, soon after his arrival
at Berlin, “but I can now only speak of those to
Niebuhr. It would be hard to describe my astonish-
ment at his command over the entire domain of know-

* A TFrench refugee, who never spoke German fluently and yet
wrote admirable verses that ensured him lasting fame.
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ledge. AIll that can be known seems to be within his
grasp, and everything known to him to be at hand, as
if held by a thread.”

The number of men whom Bunsen found at Berlin
with the intention and energy to carry out great plans,
and the reception he met with from them, strengthened
the wish he already felt to become a Prussian subject.
He was encouraged by the advice of Niebuhr, before
whom he laid a detailed plan of intellectual labour, in
his determination to devote his life to historical, philo-
logical, and philosophical research, for which purpose
he at that time intended to follow up his study of the
northern languages, by a course of Persian at Paris
and Sanscrit at Oxford, to be followed by a three years’
residence at Calcutta for the investigation of Oriental
history and languages.

Bunsen remained at Berlin till the spring of 1816,
when he went to Paris to join Mr. Astor. Soon after,
Astor departed with some friends for a three months’
tour in Italy, leaving Bunsen to rejoin him at the end
of that time and spend the interval much to his satis-
faction in the study of Persian, under the auspices of
Silvestre de Sacy, reckoned the greatest Oriental
scholar in Kurope. As he found it impossible to
understand the writings of the best Persian poets with-
out a knowledge of Arabic, he began to attend lectures
in Arabic also. “I work with- fury and delight,” he
wrote to Drandis, “because I must get on, and I do
get on.” “I am perfectly well,” he informed his
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sister, ““and arrange my day as I like; work from six
in the morning till four in the afternoon, only in the
course of that time having a walk in the garden of the
Luxembourg, where I also often study; from four to
six I dine and walk, from six to seven sleep; from
seven to eleven work again. In that manner I can
make it possible to work in the evening, which I other-
wise never could.”

With July came the necessity for proceeding to
Florence to rejoin Mr. Astor. DBut Astor was already
on the eve of departure, having just received a sum-
mons from his father for his immediate return to
America. Thither he urgently pressed Bunsen to ac-
company him, but found him obdurately determined to
remain in Europe, till he should be prepared for his
Oriental journey. Still, the departure of Astor, and
the consequent revulsion of all his plans was a great
blow to Bunsen. He often narrated afterwards how in
the first shock of solitude—without prospects, he sate
down “an unprovided wanderer” in the Loggia
de¢’ Lanzi,—where, after a time, he took courage again,
and proceeded onwards, from a condition utterly deso-
late, to success and happiness in life. Sunshine first
came in the shape of a young Englishman, Mr. Cath-
cart, who undertook to assist him in the execution of
his Indian plans, on condition of his sparing three
hours daily for his instruction in French, and be-
coming his guide amid the treasures of Florence and
Rome.
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The connection with Mr. Catheart was one which to
the end continued to give Bunsen complete satisfaction.
But greater happiness was in store for him at Florence,
in the arrival of Niebuhr, who had been appointed
Prussian Envoy at Rome, and who was accompanied
by Brandis as Secretary of Legation. With these con-
genial spirits Bunsen drank in the full enjoyment of
the art-treasures of Florence, and when he arrived at
Rome with Mr. Cathcart, he found Niebuhr and
Brandis established there. “There is but one Romo
and one Niebuhr,” he wrote to his sister Christiana,
and again—* Niebuhr is equally sole of his kind with
Rome ; him alone will I acknowledge as my lord and
master ; his instructions, and his personal excellence in
every respect, as well as in that of learning, stand
highest in estimation among all the men I know; he
is essentially the person to form me into a thorough
man and citizen of my country; moreover, as regards
the realisation of my plans to become a Prussian, he is
cqually the man.”

Thus when, on his rzturn to England, Mr. Cathcart
wished to have taken Bunsen with him, believing that
he might be able, by introductions, to further his
Indian projects; Bunsen’s strong longing after the
East had been subdued by conversations with Niebuhr,
who was inclined to think that the same ends of study
might be attained within the limits of Europe, com-
bined with which Bunsen felt that an eastern journey
must separate him from Niebuhr, from whom, he
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wrote, “as a man and a scholar I can learn more
than from all other persons put together.”

Amid the varied enjoyments of Rome, that which
Dunsen most appreciated was the leisure for taking in
and digesting the fruit of his former labours. At first
he entered little into society, and shrunk from making
acquaintances, dreading the uncongeniality of those
who scek to renew in Rome the frivolities of the
London season. But it so happened that amongst the
first people to whom he was introduced, were Mrs.
Waddington and her daughters, then occupying the
first-floor of the Palazzo Gavotti. Here, while Mr.
Waddington pursued the even tenour of his home life,
reading or writing in a nook screened off in one of the
apartments, and retiring to bed at his usual early hour,
all that was best in English, Italian, and German
soclety gathered around his wife, whose noble type of
beauty was almost more remarkable than in her first
yvouth, and whose intellectual charm was equally felt
by men of all nationalities. At her receptions in the
¢ prima sera’ Bunsen was a welcome and an unfailing
guest, rejoicing that he found there few except those
who were capable of taking something more than a
surface-interest in the scenes around them. The young
Emily Waddington, whose whole life had hitherto been
clouded by ill-health, had benefited greatly from the
Italian climate, and was enjoying a transient happiness
in her engagement with Colonel Manley. This cir-
cumstance, and a congeniality of interests, combined to
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throw Bunsen completely into the society of her elder
sister, when he accompanied them to visit the temples
and towers of Rome and the Campagna. Already in
April, 1817, he had writteri to his sister Christiana that
he was permitted to read German with Miss Wadding-
ton, but that he “was a little in love,” and that there-
fore, as a penniless student who could not think of
aspiring to the hand of a girl of fortune, he should
“mno longer go continually to visit the family.” Yet
Mrs. Waddington so little suspected the possibility of
an attachment to her idolised daughter, that she con-
tinued to encourage the visits of one whose society and
information gave an additional charm to the interests
of Rome, and thus, when on the last morning of May,
her eyes were suddenly opened by Bunsen’s own reve-
lation of his love for her child and his agony at their
impending separation, she felt that—while she had
every confidence in the man who asked her for the
greatest blessing she had to bestow—she could not
undo her own work. Mr. Waddington was much
startled and appealed to Niebuhr, in the unexpected
turn affairs had taken ; but Niebuhr only answered—-
“The talents, abilities, and character of Bunsen are a
capital more safely to be reckoned upon than any other,
however securely invested ; and had I a daughter my-
self, to such a man I would gladly consign her.”’
That evening, having received the consent of her
parents,—on the steps of the cross, which for centuries
marked the site of Christian martyrdoms in the centre
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of the Coliseum,—Bunsen asked Frances Wadding-
ton to become his wife.

Mnrs. WADDINGTON {0 the REV. Prorrssor MoxK.

“ . . . TIwill own to you that my spirits have had
a shake, and that nothing but presenting to myself the
agony of my death-bed, had I left Fanny without a pro-
tector, without a person to be to her what I had been,
brings my mind into the state of thankfulness and cheer-
fulness, that it ought to be in, from the consciousness of
her being as happy as it is possible for a human being to
be: for some bitter must be mixed with the sweet, and
she herself says that she should fear that her present en-
joyments were too great to last, did not the loss of me,
and the banishment from England, cost such pangs, as
make her confidently hope to preserve all the blessings
that her union with the exclusive choice of Ler heart, with
tho object of her utmost admiration and love, has put her
in possession of. It is only doing justice to the best of
daughters and one of the most perfect of human beings, to
tell you that at any moment one word from me would have
prevented my dearest Fanny’s marriage, and that without
a murmur she would have given Bunsen up. DBut after I
had for almost six menths afforded every facility for her to
attach herself, after I was myself convinced that excepting
in fortune and in his being a foreigner he was in every
way completely qualified to make her happy, I should
have been a monster from selfish considerations to have
destroyed my own work. Iow it was my own work, and
yet unintentionally, Thave to recount. Bunsen’s astonishing
self-command had prevented his voice from betraying him,
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and the innumerable multiplicity of objects in Rome that we
almost daily were together engaged in contemplating, had
furnished such an unceasing flow of conversation, that there
literally was not time for sentiment to be displayed: while
his respect for me, caused him so constantly to offer me his
arm, to place himself by my side, that there was no marked
attention towards Fanny, though the most unfeigned ad-
miration. The great strength of Bunsen’s expressions of
astonishment and delight, in Fanny’s mine of mind and
knowledge, I attributed in some part to his never having
before met with a well-educated Englishwoman, and the
rest, I quietly took as her due, having too long been accus-
tomed to her being valued just in proportion to the dis-
cernment, virtue, and talents, of the individual with whom
she conversed. Security was still further lulled by know-
ing Bunsen’s plans, that to Caleutta, for the purposes
of study (the laws, language, and philosophy of the
Hindoos being one of the subjects to which he is most
devoted, as subservient to the great object to which his
mind ever since eighteen has been bent—the affinity of
language), he was resolved within two years to set off,
and to obtain some previous information he had given
me two letters, which Lord Lansdowne at Mr. Niebuhr’s
request was to present, that I might correct the German
idiom . . . . But I must not say more about Bunsen, and
about Fanny only give the substance, that she declared to
me—and her word ds truth, that till Bunsen proposed to
her, she did not know she was attached to him :—that she
had delighted in floating on in her present existence, that
each moment was filled to her heart’s content, and that
she never asked herself, how large or how small a share
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Bunsen had individually in her enjoyments; that she felt
with so sad a sensation that she was going very soon to
quit Rome and Emily, that from principle she always
drove the thought from her mind, knowing that a calamity
is always the bettor borne, from not being previously
dwelt upon; that she never analysed her regrets, and
therefore never ascertained the component parts, and that
so far from concealing from me her inmost thoughts, she
did not know of their existence, till on Saturday, the 31st
May, in the Coliseum by moonlight at eleven o’clock at
night (having on that very morning asked my permission
to speak for himself), Bunsen presented to her view what
he should suffer from a separation, how he should be
blessed by a union: when every nerve vibrated to the
touch, and she was aware that her life would lose half its
charm if not spent with him.”



CHAPTER V.

MARRIAGE.

¢ Felices ter et amplius,
Quos irrupta tenet copula, ncc malis
Divulsus querimoniis
Suprema citius solvet amor die.”
HorAce.

“Nothing is sweeter than Love, nothing more courageous,
nothing higher, nothing wider, nothing more pleasant, no-
thing fuller nor better in heaven and earth ; because Love is
born of God, and cannot rest but in God, above all created
things.”—Tiomas 2 Kemris.

ON the 1st of July, 1817, Irances Waddington was

married to Bunsen, in the ancient chapel of the
old Palazzo Savelli, which rises upon the ruins of the
Theatre of Marcellus, and which was then inhabited by
Niebuhr. Only her parents and youngest sister, Nie-
buhr, Brandis, and Mr. Clifford—an old family friend,
were present. Bunsen’s first gift to his wife was his
father’s wedding-ring. It is nothing very beautiful,”
he said, “but I hope you will let me see it sometimes
on your hand—it was given me with my father’s
blessing, and I transfer that to you with it—it is a
good blessing.” The wedded pair drove immediately
after the ceremony to Frascati, where rooms were ready
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for them in the Casino Accorambuoni, one of those
charming flower-hidden residences, half stately-villa,
half primitive farm-house, which are only to be found
in Italy, and only to be found in perfection on the
Alban hills.  “In the carriage we spoke not a word at
first,” wrote Bunsen, soon afterwards, to his sister
Christiana, “but as we passed the Coliseum and looked
towards the Cross at the foot of which we had sat, when
we exchanged the important words,—we pressed each
other’s hands.”

It is quaintly characteristic of the hospitalities
which were such a leading feature in the family life
of Bunsen and his wife, and which were equally con-
tinued in all places and under all circumstances, that
they should have begun immediately after their mar-
riage. A day or two were scarcely suffered to elapse
before Carl August Brandis, Bunsen’s dearest friend,
came to share his happiness at Frascati. With him,
the Bunsens spent the long bright days of the late
summer in full enjoyment of the glorious wooded hills
which look down upon Campagna, and of the two blue
lakes which are set like gems in their midst; together
they passed the mornings in the large cool rooms, or
in the little garden with its two fountains, in a com-
mon reading of Milton, Dante, or Bacon ; and together,
in the evenings, they went forth on long excursions,
lingering till the splendours of sunset had tinged the
plain and the distant city with crimson and gold, and
returning by the light of the fire-flies.
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The glorious subjects in the Alban Hills and at
Rome, as it was in those days long ago, gave constant
employment to the artistic powers of Madame Bunsen.
Thorwaldsen said of her sepia sketches of Rome and its
environs that he ““knew no artist, whether professional
or amateur, who then equalled her in exact representa-
tion, from her power of choosing a view which made a
complete picture, without adding or abstracting from
the reality before her.”

From Frascati, Bunsen wrote to his sister, begging
her to tranquillise his friends in Holland as to his pur-
poses in life. “When they hear that I have given up
my journey to India and am married, they may, like
many of my acquaintances (not my intimate friends)
in Germany, apprehend that all my undertakings are
given up. But my journey to India was only to be a
means to an end; and even though it may sound pre-
sumptuous that I hope to succeed in forming a clear
view of the earliest life of the Oriental nations, without
crossing the line—yet do I make that declaration with-
out misgiving.” In the autumn, however, Bunsen’s
tic to Rome was riveted, for Brandis, who had been
acting as diplomatic sccretary to Niebuhr since his
arrival in Rome, was obliged by ill-health to resign
and to return to Germany; when Niebuhr invited
Bunsen to succeed to the vacant office of Secretary of
Legation.

Emily Waddington had been married a few days
before her sister to Colonel Manley, who had an ap-

VOL. 1. 1
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pointment from the Pope, which compelled him to fix
his residence at Rome or in the Alban Hills; and in
both places the sisters, who in earlier life had not been
congenial to one another, met affectionately and often.
The trial of separation from their mother was equally
severe to both and drew them closer to each other, for
a few days after the marriage of her eldest daughter,
Mrs. Waddington had set out on her return to England
with her husband and her youngest daughter Augusta
—feeling that the necessary wrench from her elder
children would be the more difficult, the longer it was
delayed.

¢ Only fifteen days after my marriage,” wrote Madame
Bunsen to Bishop Sandford, «“ I parted from her, who has
been not only the guide and protectress of my existence, but
in such a degree the principal, as to seem almost the sole
object of my thoughts and affections—who has been to me
far more than any words can express. In the peculiarly close
connection that subsisted between my mother and myself,
if she had had the shadow of a wish that I should have
remained with her till death parted us, it would have been
a natural and necessary consequence that no circumstances
of unqualified esteem and attachment to another person
could have caused me to leave her, even though she had
consented and acquiesced. She who had been ‘my fate, alone
could speak my doom,’—and it required her decided will
and desire to dissolve the tie that bound us. Her entire
approval of Mr. Bunsen will be sufficient to satisfy you, my
dear sir, and you will believe that every month, and cvery



MARRIAGE. 115

day, strengthens the confidence in his principles and in his
affection with which I at first consigned myself to his pro-
tection. That he should not be an Englishman—and that,
consequently, a great portion of my life must be spent out
of England, and separated from my mother—will occasion
the admixture of so much positive evil amongst the bless-
ings I enjoy, as almost to be a security to me that I may
hope for a continuance of that abundant share of good
which has been bestowed upon me. Had every circum-
stance attending my change of condition been exactly as I
could have wished, it would have been fearful—for in the
natural course of things, some blow utterly destructive of
my happiness must have been expected to follow. My life
had hitherto been so blest—I had been so nourished on
tenderness, so accustomed to talents, understanding, and
cultivation, as well as to high religious principle, that the
number of essential requisites to enable me to lead any-
thing more than a mere vegetative existence was great,
and I never anticipated the possibility of finding them
united. For having thus found them, I never cease to be
thankful, although I feel that I can mnever be thankful
enough.”

The close tie which had existed between mother and
daughter was never weakened by absence, and at the
end of twelve years’ separation the mother found in her
child the same heart-confidence as when they parted.
But she found in her also one of the noblest types of
wedded love that any country has produced, showing
how entirely a woman can fulfil to the utmost the
duties of wife and mother, without ever failing in the
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least degree to be the intellectual and spiritual com-
panion of ker husband.

MapAME BUNSEN {0 her MOTHER.

“15 July, 1817.—1 lay still, and shed a very few more
tears, talking to Charles at intervals about my Mother, and
her journey, for some time after she left me. Then I went
to sleep, and Charles slept too, leaning against my pillow,
for he would not leave me. . . . . Some few times since, it
is true, the tears have risen to my eyes, but they have
been driven away; for my Mother’s parting words, though
I never have trusted myself to think them over, have
literally vibrated in my ears, and ‘lain like a cordial in
my heart, sending forth spirits to recruit my strength.’

“T never could have believed, my own Mother, that I
could have borne your departure so well, because I could
not have known thoroughly, without this trial, how much
Charles was to me. He sympathises in my feelings to the
exact degree that does me good. It will not do to think
and recollect that my Mother has nothing to soothe Aer—
but her own reflections.”

« Irascati, 20 July, 1817, Monday.—Yesterday I read
with Charles most comfortably and satisfactorily. After
we had finished the prayers, we read different chapters of
the Bible, comparing the German and English; and when
M. Brandis came, an hour and a half before dinner, to
read with Charles, I read to myself in ¢ Self-Knowledge.”*
After dinner Charles and I read a good deal in Milton and
Dante, then walked out, and sat down in the Villa Belve-
dere, where M. Brandis joined us. 'We walked to the top

* DMason’s Sclf-Knowledge, 1780,
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of that hill, where the view was most beautiful. . . . . As
to my spirits—I never could have realised that I should
have borne the parting from my Mother so well, for I never
could have imagined in what a degrec Charles would cheer
and support me, how accurately he would observe by my
face when my thoughts needed to be diverted, and how well
he would succeed in turning the current of my ideas. I
know the effect of salutary occupation, but still I am not
attributing too much to Charles, because I also know that
fulness of employment avails little without the sensation of
security of dependence, and animation of mind, such as the
consciousness of his presence gives.

““Since I parted with my Mother, some lines of Dante,
often remembered before, but never before in sorrow, have
often occurred to me—

¢ Era gid I'ora che volge 'l desio
Al naviganti, e intenerisce il cuore,
Lo di ch’ han detto a’ dolei amici addio ;
E che lo novo peregrin d’amore
Punge, se odi squilla di lontano,
Che paja il giorno pianger che si muore.” ”
(Purg. cto. viii.)

¢« Irascati, August 7, 1817.—At-three o’clock I set off on
an ass with the Guardaroba and his wife to see their Vigna,
two miles distant, along a beautiful road. The people were
very much pleased at my going with them, and talked
@ Penvie to entertain me and themselves, and did the honours
of their belongings with the ease that we observe in Welsh
cottagers. The Vigna is a beautiful sheltered spot, with a
great many fruit trees, besides the vines and crop of canes,
and a well in the rock, in which they put some of the pears
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they had gathered for me to rinfrescare. I brought back a
great many almonds and pears, and a few peaches. They
told me their corn-field had yielded tenfold this year. I
returned home at six o’clock, and drew till it was dark, and
then read to myself. Charles did not come home till after
ten. He brought me from Rome Verstappen’s picture from
Thorwaldsen and various stores and treasures; among
others, Voss’s translation of the Iliad and Odyssey, and the
work by Neander on the character of Julian, which he had
borrowed from Thorwaldsen, who, he says, will come soon
and bring some clay with him: he had been working
extremely hard lately, and has made two statues as large as
life since he finished the Ballatrice—a Ganymede, and a
Shepherd with his Dog.

¢“Charles brought back M. Overbeck with him from
Rome, who is with us still, and I hope we shall keep him
longer, for he seems to enjoy being here, and he is a very
agreeable inmate, thankful for every attention, and con-
stantly afraid of being troublesome; interested in conver-
sation, but nevertheless quite happy to employ himself
independently for many hours in the day, either in paint-
ing or walking out. He brought his easel and a beautiful
little picture of the Virgin and Child, which he is finishing.
I have a great wish to attempt copying it, and yesterday
morning while he was out I began and half finished the
outline, with which he was very much surprised, and told
me he could not make such clean and true strokes himself!

¢T must mention a letter which has given me great
pleasure, from M. Brandis’s father.® It is everything I
could wish, and gives so pleasing an impression of the

* Dr. Brandis, Physician to the King of Denmark.
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writer that it furnishes additional evidence that we may
trust to the pledge afforded by M. Brandis’s own character,
that good must necessarily be annexed to his name and
blood. The letter begins with an assurance, that he will
always hold me in particular regard, as being the first
person who has given him the pleasure of knowing he has
a daughter-in-law, and that whenever another of lis sons
brings him another, he hopes she will have won his son’s
heart in an equally worthy manner. He says he loves
Charles as well as his own sons, but will not praise him,
because there is no use in that, as the matter is concluded,
—and will only say that it is not merely natural to him to
seek after all that is excellent, but that he can only exist
in clinging to it. He says that it is difficult to refuse our
invitation to Frascati, but that it would be impossible to
him to take such a journey: however that he will send one
of his sons, who must put on a wig to look as like him as
possible,—but he promises me, if I will come to see him at
Copenhagen, to take his wig off, and represent his son.
He concludes by giving me his blessing.”

“ Frascaty, 14 August, 1817.—How intense is the heat!
I almost gasp for a tramontana, for even the coolness of
the morning is only relief by comparison. However I
have nothing to complain of, but the weakness occasioned
by the climate. Charles is ever the same,—and if I
wanted reviving—which I do not in mind, though I do
in body—it would be sufficient for that purpose to behold
a being in such full enjoyment of existence —so unin-
terruptedly gay, busy, animated—and to feel that he
loves me every day more and takes greater delight in
my presence, and admits fo himself that he does so. He is



120  LIFE AND LETTERS OF BARONISS BUNSEN.

very busy all morning, studying and writing; and reads
Plato with Mr. Brandis for the last half-hour before
dinner. T always sit drawing, or writing, or reading
in his room, but we do not interrupt each other. I have
nearly finished my copy of Overbeck’s Madonna, and it
is a great pleasure to think that my Mother will some
time sce it.”

“19 Sept., 1817.—1 can truly assure my Mother,
that my mind settles daily to a more full and steady en-
joyment of existence. I use that phrase, as implying
much more to my Mother who knows me, than if I had
merely said I was happy—because it proves that the com-
posure of entire satisfaction is my habitual state. I feel
continually convinced of being more and more beloved,
and in a manner that has fallen to the lot of few human
beings, of being prized for anything and everything that
has a pretension to be good in me,—and I have the con-
sciousness of giving pleasure even by my silent pre-
gence, and by every word and action. O my Mother,
the only risk is that I should be quite spoiled!—it is
too good for any human creature not to have wnreason-
ableness to contend with, and my occupations too are very
much what I like, except that I find, as usual, time to do
but little of what I wish to do.

«T hope we may perhaps go to Naples next summer
It is curious that the danger as to robbers is not near
Naples, but within the Papal frontier, where at present
nearly the whole population consists of banditti, very
savage in their practices, taking captives, and often mur-
dering them, if not ransomed very speedily. Many of the
troops the Pope has sent against them, or rather the Mon-
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signore at the head of the Pope’s War Office, have deserted
to the robbers: the present state of things therefore is so
nearly desperate, that I think there is some ground for
hoping an amendment,—possibly the poor Pope may die in
next Advent’s fast, and then the Austrians may establish
some government,—if it was only a military rule, that
would be better than no government.”

€25 Sept.—I will here assure my Mother, that never
in any way has my privilege to employ myself as 7 please,
without criticism, been infringed: and I can safely pro-
mise her, that as far as time and strength allow, nothing
shall be lost that she has taken pleasure in seeing me
acquire. . . . . When Charles and I sit together, we
neither interrupt or constrain each other. The only
thing in which my time is ever spent, in exclusive com-
pliance with a fancy of Charles and Mr. Brandis, is in
reading the dialogues of Plato, two or three eve.nings in
the week, for an hour. I read aloud the German trans-
lation, and they look at the Greek the while. For this
book I confess I have as yet acquired no taste, but it
is a very fine practice, not only in reading German, but
in fixing attention: and the representation is most
curious, not only of the enlightened opinions of two indi-
viduals, Plato and Rocrates, but of the total want of all
fixed principles of belief, on the commonest points of reli-
gion and morality, amongst the rest of the Athenians of
their time : also, the talent with which the dialogues are
conducted is admirable; and if the work did not possess
80 many merits, the interest that Charles and Mr. Brandis
take in helping me to understand it, by giving explanatory
particulars as to numberless points on which I am unin-
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formed, would be reason sufficient to prefer continuing to
read it.

“On Charles’s birthday,* my dea,l est Mother, I showed
him Patrickt for the first time, putting a mark in the
prayer ‘On the day of one’s Birth.” He was very much
pleased, and the next morning before breakfast proposed
that we should read a prayer together, which we have done
many times since, and we often before breakfast read some
chapters in the Bible. I have constantly more satis-
faction, and I feel that he has also, in our regular Sunday
readings.

“We aro beginning to experience the inconveniences of
a mere summer-house. From the smallness of the rooms,
we are either in want of fresh air, or exposed to draughts
of wind : still we ought not to complain of Casino Acco-
rambuoni, for it has not let in the rain upon us, that is to
say—only a little: but I look forward with pleasure to
inhabiting large rooms with large windows. Next Monday
Charles will go to Rome, and take Laura to superintend
cleaning and to take care of furniture till we come to
inhabit. Last Monday we went to Monte Compatri, setting
off at eight o’clock, and returning at three to dinner. M.
Brandis and Mr. Platner went with us, and we took a
basket with fruit and cold ham and bread. It rained when
weo reached Monte Compatri, but we got under shelter, and
Mr. Brandis read aloud part of Gotz von Berlichingen : the
views were most exquisite, and I enjoy the thoughts of
going the same road again to Palestrina.”

* 25th August.
1 The Devotional Works of Symon Patrick, Bishop of Chxchcatn,
afterwards of Ely (1626—1707).
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¢ Frascati, 2 Oct., 1817.—On Monday morning Charles
went to Rome, and in the course of that day, I packed
everything. Mr. Brandis came and managed the carret-
tieri for me, about loading the luggage, and though their
delays caused him to lose three hours of a fine morning,
he almost reproached me for having given him ‘nothing
to do’ to help me, according to his own wish and Charles’s
charge—but I explained that had I been ever so well
inclined to give him more trouble than could be avoided, I
could not well have contrived to give him either my gowns
and petticoats, or the sheets and tablecloths to pack.
Indeed, my own dearest Mother, I have so many plagues
saved me, of all sorts and kinds, that it is only almost
alarming. I have had a long note from Charles each day
since he went away, and I have written to him each day:
and these four days that I have been alone, I have not
been lonely, for I have been well enough to be constantly
busy, have taken three sketches; drawn some dogtooth
violets, which are now in full autumnal blow ; copied some
Handel; and read Machiavel and several chapters in
regular progress through Job and Ezekiel. The reason
that caused me to begin the latter, was hearing from
Charles a comment Mr. Niebuhr had made gn the tho-
roughly Judaic spirit, and narrowness of mind of Ezekiel,
as contrasted with Isaiah. I think very likely the obser-
vation is just, but I believe the reason I have always felt,
and my Mother has always felt, so much delight in reading
Isaiah, is that in speaking of the future Redeemer, his
soul seems filled with his actual presence, and he has
almost imbibed beforehand the spirit of Christianity—he
is not a mere passive medium for the transmission of Divine
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oracles. One of the plans that Charles has made for the
winter, is to read the book of Job in the Hebrew, with a
countryman of his of the name of Wolfe, a converted Jew,
who is at present in the Roman college, and has made
great progress in the Oriental languages.”

“6 Oct., 1817.—Mr. Charles Brandis speaks with great
animation of the effect that the young Napoleon produced
upon him. He said that the child spoke to him, asking
him different questions, where he had been, where he was
going—*like a little Prince;’ that he had a marked cha-
racter of countenance as well as manner, and that his
features were not like his father’s; that he had beautiful flaxen
hair in great abundance. The only anecdote he told me
of him was curious. The two young lions that the Princess
of Wales sent to the Emperor of Austria, were conveyed to
Schonbrunn, where the young Napoleon resides, and he
became very fond of them, and quite familiar with them.
‘When the Emperor came to see these lions, the child
thought some signs of apprehension were to be perceived
in his countenance ; he ran, and clasped one of the lions
round the neck, exclaiming, ‘ Now, grandpapa, you may
come near, he shan’t touch you.” He can speak both Ger-
man and Fzench, but sometimes does not choose to speak
the former. It is most entertaining to hear that the eldest
son of the Emperor mimics the deportment of the young
Napoleon, making the clumsiest imitations of gestures,
that in the other are graceful, because easy and na-
tural.

¢« Particulars of the death of Madame de Sta¢l will have
reached my Mother from other quarters, but I will mention
that though she suffered terribly in body and mind till



o

MARRIAGE. 125

within a few minutes of her death, she expired as if falling
asleep. She desired her daughter to declare her marriage
with Rocca as soon as she was dead, but not to mention it
before. Therefore the Duchesse de Broglie collected all
her friends around her mother’s coffin, the night before it
was removed from Paris, informed them of the duty im-
posed upon her, and then fainted. Madame de Staél has
left Rocca and her child one third of her property.”

. Palazzo Astalli, Rome, 11 Oct—We profited by the
cessation of rain on Tuesday evening to come home, and
have ever since been unpacking and settling. I have had
some trouble, my own Mother, but no plague. I was quite
surprised to find how much was done, the rooms painted,
all fresh and clean, carpet laid down, and a sufficient’
number of chairs and tables and other necessaries, to begin_

‘with. I have never ceased to be sensible of the freshness’
and cleanliness, and space, and light and air of these rooms
since I came into them. I have got my Mother’s picture :
sometimes I am hard enough not to trust myself to look at
it! Oh it is very like—almost too like!”

¢ 18 Oct., 1817.—Charles is just gone to Mr. Niebuhr's,
who has asked several of his favourites to meet at his house
in commemoration of the Battle of Leipzig—and, before I
go to bed, I may treat myself in expressing.to my Mother
the continually renewed thankfulness I feel towards her for
that all but living image of herself, which now occupies
the room I inhabit, receives me whenever I return to it,
and—looks so much as if it were going to speak to me—
that for a minute together I cannot look at it, but a
hundred glances in the course of the day I can take without
doing any mischief. ‘

-
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“J have called upon Mr. and Mrs. Niebuhr since their
return to Rome, when they were both very gracious. I
had only an opportunity of exchanging a few words with
Mr. Niebuhr, and very much doubt whether I shall ever
get on with him, but my Mother will agree with me that
‘Yon peut trés bien aftendre,” and that it is not a matter to
make violent efforts in.”

“30 Oct., 1817.—Yesterday morning Charles and I
walked over the Capitol to the Coliseum directly after
breakfast, and yesterday evening we took the same walk,
returning as the Ave-Maria was sounding. I therefore
observed the equestrian statue of Marcus Aurelius in the
same day receiving the first sunbeams, and displaying its
fine outline in a mass of darkness against the clear sky
after the sun was set.

“T would give the world that my words should suffi-
ciently prove to my Mother how happy I am. I feel myself
continually more beloved, more highly valued, more de-
lighted in,—and have an hourly consciousness of the truth
of an assurance Charles made to me the other day in these
words—* I feel what you are in every fibre of my heart.’”’

11 Nov., 1817.—We have removed to Palazzo Caffarelli,
on the Capitol, and how I wish I could send my Mother a
sketch of the inside of my room, but still more that I
could send the view from the windows, which is a never-
failing delight, in all changes of atmosphere.

“I must give my Mother an account of a busi-
ness that has occupied a good deal of Charles’s time
latterly, when he was not busy house arranging. Mr.
Brandis and he had long talked of contriving some
manner in which the Jubilee of the Reformation should
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not pass unmarked amongst the German Protestants
collected at Rome, as it was appointed to be cele-
brated throughout Protestant Germany on the 2nd of
November, the day on which, in 1517, Luther publicly
burnt the papal bull that had been issued to condemn his
doctrines, thereby declaring for the first time a positive
separation from the Church of Rome. For this purpose, it
was to be wished that a religious service could be per-
formed. Charles proposed to translate the service of the
Church of England, which was approved by Mr. Niebuhr,
and he set to work, and soon finished. Wherever a
Biblical phrase was to be observed, he referred to Luther’s
translation of the Bible, and made use of the original
words. In this part of the work I helped him to some
degree, as I could generally, though not always, find the
place in the English Bible, where a similar phrase was
employed, and then the parallel passage in the German
Bible was easily found. When this was done, Mr. Niebuhr
scrupled having the meeting take placo in his own house,
because he could not exclude any individual, and there
might be some who would write a misrepresentation of the
matter, or who at any rate would declare that he had taken
a decided part in favour of the English liturgy, which he
had rather not appear to do, as the adoption of some
general form of worship is a matter of great contention at
present in Germany, where nothing is yet established, but
every clergyman reads as much or as little as he pleases:
but it is, as I understand, the particular wish of the King
of Prussia, that something as near as possible to the
English liturgy should bhe adopted, because he was so
struck with it when in England.  Mr. Niebuhr therefore
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expressed a wish that all should assemble in our house,
which accordingly took place on Sunday the 9th of Novem-
ber, on account of Mr. Brandis’s having been too ill to
move the Sunday before. Mr. and Mrs. Niebuhr came,
and Madame de Humboldt* and her daughter, and a great
many men, in all nearly forty persons. Charles and Mur.
Brandis read the translation between them, and their selec-
tion did extremely well, for they thought themselves obliged
to omit some things, lest the length of the service should
frighten a set of people, most of whom were not accustomed
to think going to church at all necessary. Mrs. Niebuhr
was blooming and gracious, and asked us to come the fol-
lowing evening. I have reason to think that all the trouble
I have at different times taken to talk to her is not thrown
away, for in her manner there is now something so like
cordiality, that I feel as far as it gocs she rather likes me,
and is pleased to see me. Mr. Niebuhr gave me one of his
bows and two of his smiles, but nothing more.” }

25 Nov., 1817.—Last Sunday I had the very disagree-
able interruption of a visit from Mr. Niebuhr, his wife and
child, the last the most pleasing of my visitors, for he was
lively and good-humoured. During the whole timo Mr.
Niebuhr was in the house, he walked the rooms, with
Charles and two other men, or stood with them on the

* The highly-giftcd wife of William Humboldt, the great states-
man and philologer,—“la premiére intelligence de 1'Europe,” as
Madame de Stael deseribed him at the time of the Congress of Vienna,

1 It will be seen how steadily the fecling of Madame Bunsen for
Madame Niebukr strengthened and decpened into a true friendship,
and how differently " she afterwards regarded Niebuhr himself.
Madame Nicbuhr was his second wife, Margaret Hensler—¢ Gretchen”
—the nicce and adopted danghter of his first wifc's sister, Madame
Ucensler.
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loggia—never sat down, or came near me. At last, at the
usual speaking time, when his wife was fidgetting away,
and he was fidgetting after her, he supposed I was going
to go into mourning for the Princess Charlotte. I replied
with strong expression of regret for her loss. He was
pleased to draw an inference from my words that I was a
Zory and had no confidence for the country’s welfare, but
in royalty. I denied the inference, as undauntedly as my
Mother could have wished, on a ground that I knew he
could not object to, that the character of the late King had
been a circumstance of great value to his subjects, and that
his granddaughter being so young, it had not been for-
bidden to hope that much might be expected from her.”
€19 Feb., 1818.—I have long omitted to tell what my
Mother will be pleased to learn, that Thorwaldsen has
received an order to execute the bassi-relievi of the Entry
of Alexander into Babylon, in marble. The order has been
given by the Marchese Somariva, a very rich Milanese,
who was a commissary, I believe, for the ¥rench army: he
has a palace at Milan, another near the lake of Como, and
another at Paris. Thorwaldsen is now going to form a
succession of designs from the Iliad and Odyssey, for bassi-
relievi, for the Crown Prince of Bavaria, who when he
passed through Rome originally expressed a wish that
Thorwaldsen would make designs from the New Testa-
ment, for a frieze to be placed along the top of a double
row of columns, to lead up to the high-altar of a church
that the Prince intends to build at Munich. From the
time this was talked of, it was observed that poor Thor-
waldsen was quite dispirited at the thoughts of it, his sou!
did not enter into the idea of the design, and it was an
VOL. 1. X
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additionally discouraging circumstance, that his works were
to be placed at a height of twenty feet. It is believed that
some of Thorwaldsen’s friends mentioned this state of his
mind to the Prince on his return, and that he has in conse-
quence changed the order,—which I think is very fortu-
nate, for there can be little doubt from the two specimens
of Priam at the fect of Ackilles and the Departure of Driseis,
that Thorwaldsen will enter into the spirit of Homer.
Thorwaldsen has been very busy, and therefore very happy
lately, not in consequence of the number of orders he has
received, but because his whole mind has been absorbed in
a statue of Hope, not quite finished yet, which I think one
of his most beautiful works. I do not know anything to
compare it with; the figure is standing still, and firm on
both feet, but just ready to move: she holds up her dra-
pery with one hand, by which means the form of Ler limbs
is as well to bo perceived as if she were not completely
covered ; the hair is arranged in a manner that appears to
me quite original—a quantity of curls brought from behind
over the forehead, but supported from falling over the face
hy a band or diadem, the rest of the hair hanging in curls
in the neck. The countenance I think most remarkable:
Thorwaldsen said himself he thought ‘the expression of
Hope ought to be perfect repose,” and such he has made it,
but the most animated repose.”’

On the 2nd of April, 1818 a letter from Buns